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THEY FIND THE BARONET TOSSING A CHUBBY LITTLE BOY INTO 


FATR AND FALSE, 


[A NOVELETTE,] 
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dead marches and such lik@@e not to my 


baste. 

. “Tve got a fit of the blues, dad!" 

“ Why!” he asked, nervously. 

“TI fancy I am a wee bit spoilt, and have too 
of my own way ; that I am not eo obedient 
docile as I ought to bel” this with a burst 

iveté she left ber seat, and 
the smooth grass at his feet, 
bonny head on his knee fn her 
; “and this persou, who is 
supervises, may, no doubt, be a very 
I am sure she is; but still 
peter es perversity causes me to dread her 


“Why, my child?” he intervened, gravely ; 
poke Boag ig Raph sige og ¥ Taois 
The cares of house- 
t, and may tease you 
after the free life you have been accus- 
the birds as possible. I 

to save you from all petiy cares and 
worrles for one thing, and to have the wise 
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MID-AIR, AMID ITS SHOUTS OF DELIGHT. 


counsel and companionship of a refined gentle- 
women for another.” 

“You are the dearest, most thoughtful dad 
ever girl had!” she saswered, squeezing his 
tanned hand between her own lily ones, and 
patting her cheek with it careselogly, 

His eyes moistened at the little babyich aci, 
for {¢ brought a tide of recollection of years 
departed when this gil, now bordering upov 
womanhood, with youth’s mysterious witchery 
lurking in her deep brown eyes, was the one 
comfort of his lonely, widowed life, the inno. 
cent golden-halred child whose world began and 
finished with her “dad,” as she loved to style 
him. 

O:her thoughts, he knew, wouid in time arise 
in that fresh, young soul-—-thoughts that he even 
dared not dwell upon, leet they might polson his 

t peace of mind. 

It was a lovely sylvan scene; 9 stretch of fine 
emerald turf, surrounded by flower-beds, the 
grand old park beltiog {t in on every side, flash- 
Ing woods, all crimson and ruddy browns, at a 
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distance to the right—Broadstairs, its quaint 
little ples, where the white waves were rippling 
and puriing lazily against ite weed-covered 
tingbers, over and above all a glorious autumn 
sky, flecked with-fleecy clouds that resembled 
tiny puffs of smoke. 

Just bebind where they were seated stood the 
grey-stoned mansion, clothed lovingly by vener- 
able ivy and endless creeping plants; some 
filmy Indian curtains, futtered,.{o..the. zephyry 
wud, where stands of brilliant-lined flowers were 
crowded in. the bow window, 

It was Pearl's bower, her own particular retreat 
where she worked, read, practised, or studied, 
Gilt cages were hung up among ferns and orchids, 
filled with rare birds. Altogether the nest 
matched the charming owner. 

Waterchase was a fine old place—a place to 
make the heart glad—so bountifully wae it 
decked with nature's brightest and choicest 
treasures. 

Yet, strange to relate, Mejor Marrlot bad not 
set fooh in the place of his birth for nearly 
sixteen years, Pearl had never ceen it till she 
took up her young life in It a month back. 

“Papal” she commenced all of a sudden, as 
if 'n«p'red by something that puzzled her; " why 
did we stay away in Spsin so many years when 
we had this darling home waiting to welcome 

“Your education influenced my actious!” he 
answered, evasively. “I wished you to have the 
Pa ee of travel, you see! Do you regret 

t , 

“Ob, no!” she hastened to reply. “I am 
almost glad this pleasure came now. When I 
wes younger 1 might vot have appreciated it so 
much |” 

**Then you do-not reproach me!” this in a 
dreamy murmur, as if he were speaking his 
thoughts aloud. 

*“*Reproach you!” she exclaimed, springing 
up and standing before him, and looking down 
into his grave, handsome face with a world of 
tender affection. ‘ A thousand timeano! What 
have you ever done but spoil me I should like to 
know!” 

“If you are eatisfied Iam sure I am!” he re- 
joined, drawing her hand within his arm, and 
exuntering to the hcure, her white gown ficating 
about her elight figure In graceful waver, Her 
dainty feet seemed to ekim the ground as she 
kept pace with her father’s military stride. 

They passed throygh the onk-carved hall 
straight into the sanctum. Kitty Read, a trim 
little maid, rejoicing in a French cap, laid tea. 

“TI cannot realise that this is our last quiet 
evening,” she esid, with a sigh, as she poured out 
the tea, ‘‘I—I almost wish we could set these 
rules of coclety at defiance, and live like a pair 
of hermits all to ourselves. Suppose we go and 
hide In the woode—eh, dad?” : 

“That was one other reason for our absence, 
I dreaded the ordeal of playing host to a pack 
of people who lock upon a county farally as their 
own eepecial property ; besides, you were then 
too young to help me,” 

“Tam golog to try and be a nice hostess, 
worthy of my stately ancestress who is smiling 
down upon me,” pointing to a picture In a nook 
beside the window. ‘She is not the least atom 
like me, though, How fs it I favour none of the 
ladies cf our house? You are the image of 
grandpa, and great grandpa, too, while I am out 
in the cold, and Mke no one.” 

“But your owt ittle self,” he added, smiling 
atthe rucful young face, as he held out his cup 
to be refilled. 

“ Mice Carnegy is coming through the gatee— 

papa!” che cried, In a fever of perturbed 
exciterment, ae a fly rolled up to the entrance 
loaded with luggage, 

In another Instant Pear] had darted’ out, and 
with winniog graciousness was welcoming a Juno- 
like woman, whose type of face was Spanish, and 
whoee dark, eparkling eyes scanned the fairy-like 
figure with eager curicelty. 

“* We would have sent « carriage for you if you 
had intimated when you would reach Broad- 
atatre,” Pear! remarked, apologetically, éonduct. 


ing Miss Carmegy' up the broad velvet-covered 
stairs, 





“IT never care to give trouble, thanke, Miss 
Marriot, especially as 1 was not certain when I 
should arrive,” glancing round the apartment 
allotted to her use with a gratified expreselon as 
she-noted the flowers aud books scattered here, 
there, and everywhere, all tokens of the thought- 
ful courtery of Pearl, 

"“Thope you will be happy with papa; and I 
thovght you would like this room as it overlooks 
the rove-garden, ‘Miss Cartiégy.” T wilt send you 
up some tea, then you can reet till dioner. We 
dine at’ seven.” 
~ © Thanks, very much 
replied Miss Carnegy. “' This is like coming tos 
real home, and one of the fairest eyes ever saw. 
Ib seems paradise to me, who have been etived up 
between bricks and mortar. all vhis hot 
summer,” 

“ TI trusd you may find it.« real home, in every 
sense, I never knew what it wae to fee) the 
delight of one till’a month ago ; it is all a novelty 
to me,” she returned, simply. ‘‘ Papa and I 
have been roaming all aver the world.” 

* And never cared to settle down here? You 
astonish me! Jt seems incredible that anyone 
would prefer the doubtfal comforte of foreign 
countries to such « grand old place as this.” 

“We Marriots are. somewhat eccentric you 
will say,” laughed Pearl; “buv there, I am 
chatting here instead of attending to my duties 
—another proof of my eccentricity,” bounding 
away downstairs postvhaste to order tea for the 
traveller, ‘bs 

“Well, my dear) how bas Miss Carnegy im- 
pressed you!” asked the Major, quickly. 

“J—I thiok her very handsome. She has 
beautiful eyes; they seem to penetrate you 
through; s« if they could read your thoughts, and 
she Is very nice and stately, and——-” 

“Twas nob asking for a catalogue of her per- 
sonal charms,” he interposed ; “ but anxious to 
know if you féel you will jike her.” 

“Jam sure to when we get to know each 
other. Iam rather a bad.one to make friends 
quickly 3; but ehe is very charming, ond all 
that.’ 


‘I hope I have done right,” he thought, not 
quite easy in bie mind at his daughter's vague 
answers, for, as arale,she was a nature that re- 
sponded immediately to anyone she really liked; 


and sounded their praices loudly without reserve. 


or stint, 

However, all his analéty melted away when 
Thyra Carpegy joined them in the drawing room, 
aud with quied case and ty took the Major’s 
extended hand, and bo with imperial grace 
before him, her rich black silk setting off to per- 
fection, in ite plainness, her fall figure. 

A broad band of gold encircled her throat, 
another clasped her right arm—a rounded, soft 
olive one, half shrouded fn rare old lace—making 
it appear bewllderingly witching. 

‘She certainly fs uncommonly handsome! ” 
the Major muttered to himself. “‘I am not so 
sure I bave been quite wise, She will cause no 
end of attention with that Jano-like form and 
style,” 

Pearl gazed with girlish admiration at her new 
companion, and opened her heart freely in all 
sincerity and f ess, ashamed at the reticence 
she evinced on arrival, 

**So beautiful a woman must be beantiful in 
nature,” she argued ; ''yeb when I firat met the 
full glance of her. I shivered, and a atrange 
ehudder ran through me, of almost pain. What 
a foolish, nervous creature Tam! %’s all 
owing to dear old nurse ; she was always telling 
me of prognoetications and intuitive dislikes till 
I verily believe I am as superstitious as herself.” 

After dinner musfie was, of course, proposed, 
and to Pearl’s delight she found Miss Carnegy a 
first-rate musician and a fine vocsiist, Her yolce 
was a rich, deep contralto, a complete contrast to 
Pearl’s sweet soprano, 

“T think we have alighted upon a gem, my 
dear,” her father commenced, when were 
alone, “She seems 6 female Criehton— 
prose negro in are kK She will be an ac- 
quisition to you, ’ elegant, refined, every- 
thing one could destre.” Reine 

" She fe all and everything you ssy, papa. I 


; you are too kind |¥-} one,” he laughed, ~\“She leno longer 


———$— 
wonder somebody hes not fallen in love with yg 
married her. How old is she }” 

“Thirty; but she does not look near her age 
by five yeare, notwithstanding some severe tri; 
and reverses she has suffered. Lady E!:on binies 
at them,” 

“ Has she been poor?” Pearl asked, wistfy); 
all the sympathy of her nature touched at the 
ead thought of ome eo gifted having been of. 
pressed with adversity’; “Thm £0 sorry—s very 
sorry.” 


“ There fs no occasion to look #0 sad, my little 
fp troubled 
waters; her worries have ceased three sear 
ago;'’ then he kissed the pensive little fac 
tenderly, and bade her good-night, lest tho rose 
should be found wanting in the morning, 


CHAPTER II. 


Next morning Miss Carnegy took her station 
at the breakfast-table by the side of Pear), who 
did the duties behind the massive coffee-ura with 
innate grace, , 

“Tam gto ask you to help me arrange th: 
flowers, Carnegy,” Pearl Teurted. * Voy 
have charming taste, [ fee) sure.” 

“What I is ab your command,” che 
responded, in that low, subdued voice of hers 
which always seemed to be on guard, as if ahe 
dreaded its power. Her step was fn keeping with 
her soft olly voice, stealthy as a panther’s in itr 
gliding, noiseless tread ; but a glance at the warm 
southern face, ok eee glowing with thore 
dusky eyes, enala you even & your in- 
ward ee etetlon in facb, cast a kind of glamour 
over your sober senses, aud you only felt how 
besa she was | 

The conservatories were explored and ransacked 
of their choicest blooms, much to the chagrin «f 
old Peters, the head-gardener, who looked as sour 
: Bs to see his pets snipped off remore-. 
lessly, ‘ 
| But a sweet smile from his young mistress 
obased.away the frowns, for no one in the hoase- 
hold could: withstand her winning way ; but the 
ew lady housekeeper was lees fortunate {in 
gaining their liking or trust, for her manners 
to them peremptory, haughty, and uneym- 


“Her eyes are like black gimlets, they screw 

into you like,” he observed to his colleague, Joe, 
as the ladies sped off, laden with their fragrant 
epoil. 
“ She be a rasper, and no flies,” Joe responded; 
"Td bet she’s gota temper, too ; he'd be a brave 
‘un who'd tackle such a craft;” this with » 
facetious grin, asif he thought he had sald some- 
thing uncommonly witty. 

‘© Our young lady’s no match for such a fierce 
looking party, that’s all I say; it’s like putting» 
lily in:thesame pot with a deadly night-shade, 
them’s my sentiments,” grunted Peters, sagely, 
shouldering his tools and stalking into the 
otpent 

rooms were soon traneformed {nto » kind 
of fairyland by the united efforts of Miss Carnegy 


snatched in the morning-room; then away 
they fled to their rooms to dress for the flock of 
visitors who were expected to arrive at any 
moment. 

Just as @ carriage whirled up Pearl flew 
downstairs, and full of stailer, fn 4 soft, 


r 

“Shall I do, dad 1” ‘she asked, breathlessly. 

“ For me, yes,” he said, catching hold of ber 
hand, and hast to receive their guest, 
te My eee, egw Keith,” —~ 

ajor, as a b, young man sprang 
ap his host’s hand, d 

Pearl noted the dark silky moustache and 
sleepy-looking eyes with all a maidens timid 
interest, and marvelled rauch at the length of hie 
curly bair and turned-down collar. 

A train of other visitors. succeeded Mr, Lealle 
pipe so she had ie eee or thought Se 
ou Janguishing,. ».. doo -maustached 
artist, who lovt Sia ear’ iomsediate!7 to, the 
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and Pearl, after which a hasty lunch wae 


zephry, pale blue drege, a knot of white roses 1D 
her bosom. 
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blue-clad fairy, whom he deemed the sweetest 
maid he had ever seen, and thought what a 
jovely Mra, Keith she would make Io his elegant 
studio in South Kensington, and mentally 
resolved to have acutin and win, ff possible. 
With this laudable Idea firmly evgraven on his 
wind he followed her about like a shadow, to the 
annoyance of several young sparks, who were 
equally anxious to win their young hostese’s 
aweet smiles. 

Mise Carnegy looked on tke comedy in real 
life with jast s epics of bitterness ; {t galled her 
jealous nature to see the admiration Pearl 
excited, 

“To is the glamour of her porition and money, 
certainly nop her looks; she fe as insipid as 
skim-milk, and fearfally gawkieh,” she mur- 
mured, as she watched her sauntering through 
the shady, windiog pte followed by a regular 
train of courtiers, Mr. Kelth to the fore, carry- 
log a basket of grapes she had been cutting. 

“‘You must ingratiate yourself with this 
charming daughter of Marrlot’s, Reg, my boy,’ 
said a stout genial old equire over their 
hat evenlog. ‘She is a pretty girl, and will 
oe very wealthy,” 

“I am perfectly willing, sir, to become a 
caartyr,” replied his son, a tall athletic young 
fellow, with a tawny head of hair and blue eyes, 
one of which conatantly required the sesletance 
of an eye-glasa. 

‘‘Then make hay while the sun shines,” 
rejoined Squire Edmonds, jocularly. 

“That's easier said than done, sir, In the 
firat place, there is another already in the field,” 

*'The deuce there is; then cut him out!” 

“So I would, but Kelth seeme to have the 
ranpiog all to himeelf; it appears the lovely 
Pearl fs gone on painting; he is no mean artist, 
so there is a bond between them to commence 
with that will take me all my time to overcome,” 
he said, dolefally, flinging away bis cigar 
viclously, for he heard the soft musical voice of 
Pearl saying, as she stepped out on the terrace 
close by where they were, — 

“I shall be so very grateful to you, Mr, Keith, 
ff you will. I cannot get the colouring right ; it 
is a sketch of a delicious ce of Itallan scenery, 
close to where papa and I Mved for many years 
when I was a wee mite, It ie a cherished memory 
which I wish to keep green.” 

"Your picture 4 be finished before the 
week fs ont,” he sald ardently, for ber beauty 
almost dez3d ‘him, coupled with her childlike 
clinging grace. He felt a vehement inclination 
to snatch a kiss from the tender little mouth, it 
looked so tempting.’ When she gat at the plano 
be constituted himeelf her attendant to turn over 
the leaves, to the disgust of young Edmonds and 
other sighing swains who looked on, green with 


envy. 

The Major was delighted to see his pet happy ; 
it compensated him for being bored and out of 
his element, 

Miss Carnegy fitted about noleelessly here, 
there, and everywhere, anticipating almost his 
Wishes, handing dainty cups of coffee to the 

te, and mortally offending Wille, who termed 
pM officious marm ” to interfere with his 

This clever little manoeuvre enabled her to be- 
come on a closer f with the guests, and 
afforded the opportunity of darting those electric 
— from her eyes that she knew so well how 

use, ; 

“By Jove, that is really a fine woman, Major,” 
4 jolly hunting squire, a neighbouring county 
ms poop remarked ; “no relative, I believe you 


“No, my daughter's companton ; but, as you 
» remiarkably handsome creature,” tha 
" Waterchate will be the most celebrated house 
from here to John o’Groat’s, for it contains two 
very falr flowers, though of an 
type. Of course the 
to your di 





knew meant what he ead, nob Lelong given to 
flattery of any kind, 

** You look tired, Miss Marriot,” suggested her 
eompanion, as they were going to thelr rooms, 
* Let me advise you to remain an hour longer in 
bed in the morning, I will try to dothe honours 
of the breskfast table, if you will permit me.” 

Innocent Pearl was perfectly unconscious of 
the artful d of this woman, whose real alm 
was to gradually usurp her position to make her- 
self neceseary to the master of Waterchase, 

“How kind you are!" Pearl rejoined, grate- 
fully. ‘‘ You think of everythiug ; but I must 
not commence by getting slothful, juat because [ 
have had a little disslpation. Bassides, papa 
would never forgive me ff I absented myself 
from the breakfast-table, Ever since I was a 
tiny thing he has always had his coffee poured 
out by me. It must have been quite comical to 
have seen me perched on a pile of cushions be- 
hind an urn as_big as myself,” bursting into a 
rippling lsugh at the picture. 

Miss Oarnegy bit her lips with vexation at the 
defeat of her scheme, then commenced unbraid- 
ing her hair till coil after coil fell in massive 
waves, calling forth s genvine burst of admira- 
tion from Pearl, who clapped her bands with 
glee, as she exclaimed,— 

** What lovely hair, and how glossy! I would 
so like to paint you with italldown. You would 
make @ lovely Diana, or, better still, a 
Jano!” 

‘*Tam sure you are welcome to do eo,” she 
onaet graciously, her vanity tickled at the 


praise. 

‘*I wish I could!” poor Pearl sighed. “I am 
not clever enovgh. I have never tried anything 
but landscape and sea pieces, Papa saye Mr. 
Keith is a very good artist, and has had a picture 
hung ia the a purchased by « duke ; 
so he must be very . He has promieed to 
assiet me with a sketch I did abroad.” 

** You will become a finished artist under such 
a master,” she laughed, but there was very little 
mirth in §b, 

She could not endure the thought of being 
cut out by this young girl. She expected every 
man to bow down and worship at her shrine, and 
ignore such an insignificant chit of a girl, as she 
dabbed ber. 

“ Scarcely that, I fear! I’m one of those non- 
descripte who try their hand at all kinds of 
things, but become perfech in pone!” she pro- 
tested. “But I am keeping you from your 
beauty sleep, and Kate is waiting to brush my 
hair, poor girl—tired ovt, I’ve no doubt! By- 
the-bye, I want yon to kindly drop the formal 
title for the one I love best, Call me Pearl, wil! 
you!” this coaxingly. 

"If you wish, yes. It is 9 sweet name, and 
suite the owner to perfection,’ taking the girl's 
outstretched hand and clasping it with seeming 
warmth, 

“Now you have consented to that ttle 
arrangement we will seal ft with ao kiss,” added 
Pearl, affectionately. ' Ib will beso nice for us 
te become true friends. I never knew a woman 
or girl frieod except my dear old nurse, Papa 
has been mother, father, frieod—all hitherto.” 

“'*Then you never remember your mother! 
I suppose you los) her when you were very 
young!” 

*'No, I never knew the love of a mother!” 
she assented, tremulously, a shadow of sadness 
in her face. 

"You must bave bad relations { 
aunts and cousins!” 

"No, I never caw one, Paps, I fancy, did not 
care for my mother’s family,#o I suppose they 
have forgotten all about us; but here are we 
chatting Instead of sleeping—truants that we 
are! Good-night, and happy dreams to you!” 
this as shé® kissed Miss Carnegy affectionately, 
and tripped away on her toes, eo as not to disturb 

household. 


I mean 


| Kate Read, with a euppreased 


Oe Well, then, we must ‘hurry. Never mind 
brashing my hair. Jast unfasten it and off to 


** I'm not sgoing to neglect my duties, mies, 





I wouldn't sleep a wink [f I didn’t brush your 
pretty heir,” she replied, rubbing her sleepy 
eyes, and commencing her task, “I'm one of 
those,” she continued, * who can’t abear to negleet 
my work, It worrlte me dreadful, it doez, i'm 
sure nobody can accuse me of that!’ 

"How you are chattering, Kate! I hope you 
bave not gob ib Into your head that 1 cover 
thought euch a thing of you?” 

“IT know you never G@id; but that Mise 
Oarnegy «ays [ am on untidy elut, or comething 
vory like it!” 

** What in the name of wonder for?” asked 
her young mistress, in astonishment 

Because I didn’t go and put away her gowns 
and rubbish that she left strewn about to-day 
after dressing herself. I up and toid her 
straight. I says, ‘I am my young ledy'’s own 
maid, I never walts on no one else, There fs 
three housemaids, beside other servants, Please 
to order them in future, but I never walts on 
né one, I don’t;’ and with that I flounced ont 
of the room as hot as fire.” 

“Tam very sorry you forgot yourself co far as 
to be rude” Pearl returned, reprovingly ; 
“though, of course, I admit she was labouring 
under a false impression as to your duties, ft 
will explain matters in the mornixg, and you 
must promise me to be more courteous to Mies 
Carnegy in future.” 

“I don’t care so long as she don’t call me 
names!’ she answered, sc newhat stolidly. 

Pearl dismissed her with an expression on 
her pretty face of amusement mingled with 
perplexity. 

‘* How strange fit is!” she murmured. ‘‘ Papa 
and I think ber so nice and charming, while the 
servants are all in a state of revolt. Really 
these people get very tiresome; they cannot 
bear being spoken to, I must be stricter with 
them !” 

Yet, strange to say, notwithstanding this 
sage resolve, Pearl's bonny Mbtle head was buried 
the next minute in her hands as she knelt beride 
her bed, and, in her petition, besought grace to 
be patient to those humble dependents committed 
to her charge, and to judge them with charity 
and love; then, strengthened in eplrit, she 
sought her snowy lace-decked pillow to woo 
youth's sweet comforting slamber, while ange!s 
watched and guarded the lovely sleeper <com- 
mitted to their keeping. 


ee eee 


CHAPTER Ill, 


A WERE flew by like magic to two individuals, 
Leslie Keith and Pearl, whose innocent, un- 
touched heart was all of a mysterfous flutter at 
the attention she received from the ardent young 
yartiat, who lingered by her side with the pretence 
of touching up her pictuser, or advising upon the 
art of mixing colours, and so forth. 

The Major would look on with an amused emile 
af her enthusiasm, and praise the dainty little 
pictures warmly, pot dreaming for one moment 
the davgerous dranght Keith was drinking fn 
each lesson he gave to his witching pupil. 

The sportemen rallied bim on his defection and 
neglect of the birds, receiving a quiet, smiling 
reply, such as,— 

ai er birds on canvas iustead of 
slaughtering them. My taste inclines to preserv- 
ing the feathered tribe, but not in the way you 
large landowners do—breed, fatten, and tame 
the poor unfortunates, to let loose s horde of 
friends to massacre them pel! mell!” 

This anewer would bring a smile of approval 
from Pearl, who could nob endure the thought 
of any cruelty being perpetrated on the meanest 
t 


nsect, 

" T shall have to eay good-bye to this Arcadia 
to-m ,” he sald, very sorrowfully, when o 
week and three days had elapsed, and most of the 
guests had already departed 

Pearl was buslly engrossed in filling ina japonica 
on a plece of velvet under his tnstructions, He 
was stooping over her, shading her afiks—n» waxen 
hyacinth at her throat gave forth a cubtle 


perfume, 
Looking up with a cloud of sudden alarm she 
sald, with a little gaep,— 
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“Glog axsy to-merrow—so soon! I—I 
thought ycu were so—so happy 1” 

“ Happy |” be exclaimed, ina sudden burst of 
fervid passion, carried away for the moment by 
the fntoxication of her alluring beauty. ‘ Why, 
Iam tcoheppy! Surely you have seen It, and 
have guessed why! Waterchass is a lovely 
piace, tut the charm is {ts sweet mistress |” 

A timid look came into her eyes, and they 
drooped over the pile of many-coloured skeins. 

"Have you no word or look-to bid me hope 
that some day J may ask for this?’ taking one 
trembling little hand, pressing {t to bis lips and 
bs, Sag gsz> into those won eyes to read 


“Tam so grieved,” she murmured ; “‘ #0 deeply 
sorry to wound your feelings, but I never t ao 
of you in such a light,” a deep crimeon tide 
creeping into her face. ‘‘I have been thoughtless 
-——nsy, selfish ! Pray, forgive me, for indeed I 
can see how fooli-h I have }” 

“Why ?” he asked, fn a fever of intense, pained 
anxiety, for his love was very real now. The gay 
debonair artist, who had plsyed feat-and-loose 
— women’s hearts, was caught at laet him- 
#e 

“I shall not marry, because I never mean to 
leave papa! I belong to him, you see, always |” 
she exclaimed, shyly, 

** Not if I gained your father’s consent $” he 
argued, chilled by her reception of his avowal, 
and very much crestfallen, for his digoity had 
recelved a blow he had never reckoned upon. 

“ Papa weuld never give it,” she protested, 

“May I speek to him! Will you grant me 
your permission?” he pleaded, determined to 
win the prizs now that tt seemed likely to ellp 
from his grasp. He, it must be confessed, had 
fondly believe i his conquest was assured, that, in 
fact, he only had to sue and be rewarded. 

“Ifyou like, on!y donot blame me if papa 
gets very put out and angry,” she answered, 
ruefally. ‘You see we both made a solemn 
compact to live for sach other for ever and ever 
when I was younger, and it would be sinful to 
break it, wouldn’s Ib?” 

He could not refrain from smiling at her art- 
lessneas—half woman, half child-—standing on the 
very verge of the river of knowledge, yet perfectly 
unconscious {n her maiden purity of the power- 
ful depths of unfathomless passion that lay in 
her nature if it were only fully roused. 

He was elated and joyous even at this tardy 
concession, for it gave him hope, and his sanguine 
nature anticipated entire triumph. 

“Do you wish me success?” he asked, 
<P 

“Td is all so sudden, so strange,” she urged, 
coyly. “I wich I knew what to say!” 

I will tell you, sweet one!” whispered, 
clasping the slender waist rapturously, and think- 
ing what a sweet model she would make, of the ' 
divine inspiration it would be to him in his be- 
loved art to possess it for ever and aye, “Say, 
Leslie, I love you,” 

“ How can I say that!’ she replied, ruefully, 
“when the only love I really feel is for papa, I 
like you very much ; you have been so kind and 
patient, giving me your valuable time and advice. 
Oh, yes | I like you very, very much ! ” 

This was certainly nob the anewer he wanted 
to hear from her lips, and it cooled his ardour 
somewhat ; but he reflected that lovely you 
helresses were not to be found quite so pleo 
as blackberries in autumn, and he was fain to 
appear content with thie cold return to his woo. 
ing, though his heart throbbed with miagivings. 

That evening he had » private conference with 
the Major, and was agreeably eurprised ab the 
temperate and encouraging answer. 

" Have you gained my child's affection!” he 
asked, anxiously, “Is her heart already in your 
keeping ?” 

“TI dare not flatter myself to say so much, my 
dear Major, but I assure you I have had Miss 
Marrlot’s sanction to speak to you.” 

“ Taen you have won my little girl's heart, or 
she would never have permitted you to come to 
me,’ he rejoined, ‘‘ Well, I can only tay she fs 
worthy of the brightest and best man created, 
I had hoped to have kept her by my eide some 





yeare yet, but I must sacrifice my own happl- 


ness to ensure hers, I need not entreat you to 
guard and cherish her when she leaves ber old 
father.” Tears wolatened his eyes at the thought 
= a with his pet, and h's voice became 
ky. 

“I pledge you my honour that her happiness 
shall be my first thought and care,” Keith 
responded, fervently, grasping his host’s hand in 
token of his faith. 

Pearl was dssed when Leslie Leith left her ; 
ip all seemed like a dream. 

“ What is love?” she murmured, in confused 
perplexity. ‘Is it to feel happy in the socict 
of anyone? Leslie says he loves me, and he 
clever and nice, and all that.” 

Here she stopped short, her thovghts could not 
soar farther; all she could realise now was a 
feeling of unrest, and this the poor child put 
down to love, 

“You have stolen 8 march upon me, ty pet,” 
her father said cheerily, as he took he. im his 
arms to bid her good-night. ‘Yon little rogue, 
os handsome Keith has supplanted your old 

“Oh! no, popa! no one on earth could take 
your place,” she rep!ied tremulously. “ Are you 
very angry?” 

“Angry, child!” he repeated, gently ; “can 
you see aught but affection in my eyes! [knew 
the time would come when some bold knight 
would ask me for my only treasure. I could not 
shut you up In a casket, you know. Leslie Kelth 
I like very much, sud I belfeve it is all for the 
best, dear, Your future happinees ls my one alm 
—all I live for in fact. To ensure it I would 
forfeit anything. A time must arrive when I 
may be taken awsy from your side. Death would 
be robbed of ail its sting in the knowledge that 
you were eifely garnered in the home and heart 
of a good husband.” 

“Oh, papa! do not talk of leaving me,” she 
sobbed, “It would break my heart to leave you, 
even a short tine. You and IJ will always live 
together. I like Leslie, but I love you ; we belong 
to each other. Tell him so.” 

‘* It would acarcely be kind to tell him his lttle 
sweetheart is crying because some day she will 
have to leave her dad,” he said, tenderly, “ It 
might make him jealous. These lovers are very 
exacting sometimes,” 

Only a little sighing sob escape’ the quivering 

ps ac he kissed and blessed her, and bade her 
good-night, fully satlefied that her affections 
had been won by Leslie Keith; her agitation 
and tears he ascribed to maidenly coyness and 
excitement. 

“Tais ie a surprise, indeed, Major!” Miss 
Carnegy observed, inainuativgly. ‘‘I hope dear 
Pearl bas chosen one who will make her 


happy i” 

OT have no doubt as to that. He is a most 
estimable young man. I have expressed to him 
my wishes vot to take my pet away for a year. 
It will give them time and opportunity to become 
better acquainted. I am opposed to hurried 
m Ud 


“Tam so very pleated to hear ft,”’ she purred., 
“For I dreaded lest I should lose my charge, 
ey to know i A ge 

**A year,” ded, “is my only stipulation. 
In the meanwhile, my darling will have you to 
advise and counsel with in this important time 
of her young life.” 

“A year!" she mentally "“T had 
hoped to have beer mistress of Waterchase long 
before that!” Aloud, she sald softly, turning 
on him a pensive, but witching glance from her 
lustrous eyes, “I cannot express my gratitude to 
you for the great trust you have reposed In 
ms, No mother could feel more anxious than 
I do now to influence dear Pearl, and guide 
her to the goal of her own felicity and happl- 
ness,” 


“The obligation ia on mine and Pearl's aide,” 
be replied, courteously. “In fact, I may say 
candidly that I have felt easier in my mind ever 
since you made one of our household, for I began 
to feel my daughter was being sadly neglected. 
A lady’s Influence is always t; an old 
fogey like me only spoilt her. 1s wants tact and 
wo a silken rein to manage such skittish 

,” 





“J ecorider you very far from the fogey-cley 
Major,” ebe murmored, silkily, thrusting forth , 
shapely ellk-stockene@ foot, in a pretty morcey 
shoe, to catch his attention ; “ and as [or cid, | 
can scarcely realise dear Pearl fa your davphter 
at times, The difference of age ts ceriain!y no} 
on the surfsce.” 

He looked at her keenly, to see if this sirey 
waa flattering him, but her face was on guard, It 
wore its most alluring smiles, and certainly diz 
not betray ite wily owner. 

“I wish my feelings felt as fresh, then, as my 
face,” he laughed, -humouredly, perfectly 
convinced that Miss Carnegy was a most perfec; 
specimen of womanhood, For where's the man 
of middle-age who can feel quite proof agains 
the cunning flattery of a beautiful woman, much 
Reo may vaunt his distaste for that kind of 

' 


4 

Pearl became an enigma to herself, for her 
heat leaped with delight when her lover bade le: 
aciew to return to his duties in town. His watch. 
ful devotion fretted her. It seemed like a bond. 
8g, & loss of liberty, and she pined for her old 
untrammelled freedom of action. 

She reproached herself for her coldnes 
secretly, as he bent over her and «aid pasion. 
ately, — 

“My own Pearl, my dear one, you will not 
forges me while absent? You will try to care 
for me a little more?” 

A sadness crept Into her tell-tale face, and she 
said wletfully,— 

*€ Yeo, I will try.” 

Theo she smiled ber farewell as he drove away, 
and the memory of the sweet sunny face dwelt 
in his mind. He felt perfectly easy and tranquil, 
and longed for the hour to arrive when he 
could return to his lady-love to recommence hit 
wooing. Z 

“JT must try and love him,” she argued to her. 
self, as she left the window. ‘ Papa likes him, 
Miss Oarnegy likes him, and he ts nice, ever 9 
nice, and so clever, What a very perverse thiog! 
must be not to care for anyone so admired and 


beloved.” 
While musing she ran right into the arms of 
her com as she was seeking her room. 


" What, dreaming of that last good-bye kiss, 
Pearl, dear?” she remarked, playfully. “I> will 
not bea year before the wedding-bells are se} 
ringing, I venture to predict,” twining her arms 
round the supple waist with beseeming «ffec- 
tion, 


“You are mistaken, then, for I intend to keep 
my freedom even longer than that. I cannot en- 
dure the thought of leaving paps. It 
doesn’t seem right to desert him now that I 
am old enough to be some comfort to him. He 
is so unsel: and sacrificing that he will not 
confess how miserable and lonely he will feel 
when he fs left alone. My happiness is para- 
mount—the one object of his life.” 

“ This fs rather 5 reasoning from a bride- 
elect 1” interrupted Oarnegy, her face 
darkeniog, and biting her lips to repress the 
retort which sprang tothem. ‘I mean for one 
who has just sald good-bye to her fancé, and 
whose kisses are still warm on her lips,” 

“T daresay I am totally different to other 
girls,” she returned, with » elgh of regret, not 
noticing the baleful ex on Miss Carnegy’s 
dark face. “ You see I have never been brought 
up like other girls; I have always been papas 

. It wasa 
boy; I'm sure I should have copled bim i 
everything, because I look upon him as being 
the incarnation of goodness, you see.” 

“This absurd worship, for I can give it no 
other term, my dear, must be quelled,” she in- 

3 ‘it will cause jealousy and 
trouble. You are no longera child, If! speak 
& little sharply you will, I know, pardon me; it 
le my seal for your real happiness.” - 

am sure of it,” Pearl returned, simply, 


ities I wasn't 5- 








m SEF 


ae 


YbaeiPF? & 


ema; UV 








. greet her visitors. 


March 4, 1899 


THE LONDON READER, 





455 








beaut 
—_ 


of copper beeches by the old epinny just behind 
the bieckamith’s forge, where the hammer going 
cick clock was borne on the still air, and sounded 
rtrs} snd musical to Pearl, who loved this de- 
Iightfol little spot better than any mountain 
grand<ur of far-cff lands. 

“Oh, look at that beautiful cloth of gold, 
ded!” she cried, gaily, pulling op and captur- 
ing s huge spray of bright 1ed blossoms with the 
golden boc k of ber sunshade. “I will take 
theeo to Betsy Biunt. You won't mind waiting 
a minute, papal” giving him a coaxing amile; 
“invalids love a few flowers and a visit, even 
though it may be only a flying one.” 

Of course the Major gave his assent, When 
did be ever refuse this cherished idol anything it 
laid in his power to give or confer ? 

As they peared the Vicarage a sudden im- 
ulse seized Pearl to alight and make a cali on 
Mrs, Vivian, She spun rourd her pair of ponies 
to the carriage gates in a perfectly dashing style, 
aaa dog-cart came h ly out, resulting in a 
close shave for both drivers, 

Pearl pulled back with all her might, so did 
the driver of the dog-cart, whose megnificent cob 
was fairly dragged on its haunches by the fron 
grip of ite master, who saw the impending danger, 
and determined to avert it. 

The Major became pale es desth, and thrust 
hla band to his heart as if in pain, but breathed 
not a syllable lest he should upnerve poor Pearl 
in her strenuous ¢fforts to prevent catastrophe, 

“Thanks, very many thanks!” Pearl ex- 
claimed, gratefully, waving her hand to the 
gentleman, ‘ Your presence of mind hss saved 
us.” 

“And yours,” he added, raising his atraw hat, 
and revealing a grand head thickly clustered with 
— hair; a regular rippling masse of sunny 
curis, 

“ How handsome!” she thought, 

“What a sweet picture!” be murmured, bis 
eyes involuntarily reet!ng op the fair girl, who 
sat smiling radiantly now that all danger was 
over, 

A swift blush ruehed into her face as she met 
the earnest gsee of a pair of grey eyes bent 
upon her inguiringly, as if puzz'ed to know who 
the sweet owner of the et-carrisge could 


y be. 

“You have saved us from a nasty spill,” 
observed the Mejor, raising his bat in rep nee. 
“Pray accept my grateful thanks on bebailf of 
my daughter and myself,” 

Then the two gentlemen bowed, and the dog- 
cart passed out of sight Rag ae Mrs, Vivian 
hastened down the steps with frightened face to 


; “I trust you are not hurt?” she panted ont. 
“T was so terribly alarmed for a moment. I lost 
all my usual nerve when I saw Sir Ciive’s dog- 
pve positively crashing into your dear lit 
carr 7% 
; “Oh! it wae only fun!” laughed Pearl ; 
‘we were exhibiting our skill for your edifica- 
Ss Hien en pele tands _ the 
ng matron, springing out t 
her ponies caressingly, stl 
“Sir Clive!" repeated the Major. “ Was 
that Sir Clive Carington, of Carfogton Court }”” 
‘Yes, the very same,” assented Mrs. Vivian, 
leading her visitors into s delicious little draw- 
log-room. “He only returned from abroad the 
day before yesterday, after an absence of nearly 


“I presume be is going to settle down and 
my « his position 1” 

re ear not; he told the vicar he is only pay- 
lng the Court a figing visi, I am so 
Giseppointed, for he is a most charitable 
large-hearted man, We can ill afford to spare 
such, especially ae the winter draws nearer, 
Ha, 2? Poor are fneressing in sge and inficml- 


Pearl was Ustening mately, and revol in 
her mind if the lord of Ceteies aia’ Gn 
Sway before they could call at the Court, in con- 
formity with the metal custom in county towns 
ge t 

‘s. Vivian ordered In tea, after which they 
both bade thelr hostess adieu, but not bef.re 


and some starry jasmine te acd) to her golden 
glories, and fashioned them al! into a pretty 
bouquet for the bed ridden Betey Blunt, whom 
she called upon on thelr return journey, trying 
her father’s patience considerably by her long 
atay. 

bef ane topic at dinner was the meeting 
of Sir Clive Carligton. * f° 

“He is so handsome!’ Pearl burst forth, 
enthusfastically. ‘I wish you could have sen 
him pull up bis horse, Mies Carnegy. Hi: wrists 
seemed to be made of fron, end his face to be 
marble In ite Intensity, Wasn't it, papa!’ 

“I ehould very much like to catch a glimpse 
of this gallant knight,” she simpered. “J 
hope you are not thaken, Major?” this with 

ave concern, ‘These darlog exploits of 

lear Pearl's are a leetlc too much for ordinary 
nerves.” 

“Tt was not the child's fault,” he sald 
loyally ; “she fe caution itself. It was pare 
accident, and only her brave courage saved us 
from & nasty breakdown,” ' 

Tact, which she was the mistrees of, bade 
her chango the sulject, ay she daw it waa no 
use decrying Pearl's Jove of driving to the 
Mejor. 

As soon as breskfast was over the next morn- 
ing Pearl suggested they should both visit 
Carington Court. 

**It would seem so uncouth of us to let bim 
go away without paying our respects, espe- 
clally as we ars his nearest nejghbours,” she 
argued, 

He acquiesced, ae he always did, in the end, 
and away she flew to don her prettiest costume 
in a perfect fever of delight-—why, she couldn’t 
have explained. She only knew that her dreams 
had been haunted by a noble, strovg-purposed 
countenance, with a head covered with rings of 
soft brown hair that clustered round a broad 
forehead deeply tanned with Southern suns. 

Her heart gave a bound of pisasure as the 
Baronet came forward to meet them, just as they 
entered the lodge gate, where they surprised 
him teeing a chubby little boy Into mid-air, 
amid ite shouts of delight, laughing himself at 
the urchin’s wild glee, 

Plamp went the ebild into {ts mother’s arms as 
Pearl and her father appeared on the scene. 

** This is, indeed, a pleasure!” he said, shak- 
ing hands and bidding them welcome to the 
Court, and conducting them into the mansion 
with the free grace of an old friendebip rather 
than a new one, and took them over the place 
which was a regular museum of curiosities, 
collected from every country by his art-loving 
ancestors, 

“What treasures these are!" Pearl exclaimed, 
in a burst of admiration at some splendid paint- 
ings on porcelain that hung clustered in profusion 
in Sir Carington’s own den, as he termed It. 

“They were painted by an artist in Florence 
who died,” he replied, gravely; “they are 
perfect, are they not} May I offer you a 
couple }” 

“It would be robbing you, Sir Clive!” she 


tested. 
“Tb would give me more ure than I could 
mf he murmured, goer pi 

“It seems 8 to 80 a 
as this, Sir Oke !” remarked Major Merrion, 
jolping them (he had been deeply interested in 
some coins of a very ancient date), “I trust 
it is not quite correct, this talk of your 
leaving 1 ” 
“TI certainly had intended to do so, Man 
proposes, but-—— 
“We msy conclude you have thought better 
of it,” the Major added, “I am heartily glad to 
hear it; so is my daughter, I am sure, whose 
little head fs crammed with schemes for the well- 
belng of her pensioners, and sadly needs aid I 
know.’ 

" And shall have ft,” he said, “My 

Alt 


eagerly, 
, Mise Marriot, 
ack fs to use it freely while I am here.” 

“ Make Aga rag vediegn gs. eh?” — 
laughed. “ But suppose ve a long spell o' 
thst our inflaence with the clerk of 





Pear! culled some asters, white as snowflakes, 


eunshine, : 
the weather,” glancing up Into hie face with a 


Gash of coyness wixed, with mischief, ‘should im 
duce him to ahive a)! the winter thrcvgh } 

“Tf ] were that happy Individual and you the 
pleader, coubtiess the run would never set om 
the homes of your yensiorers unt!) their neede 
had been relieved,” he ecid, meonirgly 

A rosy red flooded her face as their eyes met 
for an Instant, and tn chy confusion che lowered 
hers end changed the subject by inquiring where 
that fonny epiral stalrcase led te. 

“ May I explore the rocma, Sir Clive!” ebe 
said, demurely, ' 

He gave his consent, and away she darted 
trilling like a young lak,— 

* Upstaire, downstairs, and in my lady's chamber." 


“Will you come, Mejor?” asked Sir Cilve 
looking after Pearl, with a yearning deslre to jole 
her. 

"T must beg to be excused ; my taste does aot 
lie with cobwebs and dusty rooms, I'll amuse 
myAsif with the pictures for a few momente, 
I see you have some of the old mastere in yonder 
room?” 

* Ohl yes, several,” assented the Baronet 
eagerly, bounding upstairs after Pear), whom he 
found very busily exaployed adjusting the tail of 
® rocking-boree with pins, 

** Never was old Rolypoly so highly honoured, 
Miss Marrfot, That venerable fellow was your 
bumble servant's first steed.” 

“Then this was ycur nareery, Sir Cilvet” 
she returned. ‘‘How strange I should have 
found thia room firat!” Beat 

* Is it Kiemet that brought you to the dee 
whore I lived under female despotise, [ wouder?” 
he eald softly, gazing ab the pretty jewelled 
fingers pinning on the mangy-looking tall te the 
tough leather, Strange to relate, he felt {t tm- 
perative on him to assist her, and there was a 
deal of confusion between the brown and white 
hands ; they got mixed most unaccountably, 

** You would not l'ke te be o little boy again, 
I suppose f"” she ventured to observe when Roly- 
poly was made tidy, and she stood lookirg out 
through the fron bars at the oak-dotted park 
below, 

“Tf I bad a fairy to mend my horses and my 
manners j dare be aworn I would.” 

“Then you would ba e regular Ittie old 
dotard of five that papa was reading about the 
other day,” she retorted, archly; “a regular 
precocious marvel |” 

“The marvel would be the fairy,” he Inter 
pored ; * not the urchin. They are plentiful 
enough. What do you say to trying the expert- 
ment of acting as the good fairy to this big bey # 
I'll promise to be very obedient and doctie i” 
this in a bslf.comfeal, half-tender tone that sent 
Pearl into a fever of nervous flurry. 

“I am eure you would try to be, Sir Clive, 
moving towards the door, “ Papa will think the 
spiders have eaten us up if we delay any longer.” 

Away she flew—a veritable fairy in his eyee— 
‘for love had sent {ts magic arrow quivering inte 
his heart for weel or woe, 

“The light that les in woman's eyes” had 
at last touched and quickened his very soul, 
filling {t with new delights, which even he vever 
dreamt the rosy could bestow. 

He had reached six-and-twenty with but a few 

youthful follies on his consclencs, his tastes being 
wholly absorbed in the chase, the field, or hunt- 
ing wild bores or tigers in the jungle. Womer 
had bored him after a few minutes’ convereation. 
** Pretty nonentities,” he waz wont to etyle 
them, “ Paint, powder, and furbelows and f- 
sipid prattle 1” His friends, in consequeace, 
gave bim the sobriquet of “ Hermit.” 
The Mejor cordially proffered the hoepitality 
of Waterchase, when, afters sumptuous luncheos, 
Sir Cive Carington wae compelled to let 
his visitors depart. The offer was, as may readily 
be guessed, eagerly accepted, and he wae foolleh 
enough to count the honrs before he could, with 
etiquette, present himself at the shrine of all his 
earth] 


8 


The end of a month found him still at Broad- 
stairs, revelling in draughts of elixir fur more 
dangerous to him than anythiug of war with wild 
denizens of the jungle. 











He knew but one real happiness—to be near 
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Pearl—to take furtive peeps ab the glowlog 


young face as hs related many of his sdventures 
to her father—to feel the stolid hardness of his 
former nature ylelding under her gracious girlish 
ivflaence—to bask in the sunshiae of her inno- 
cent presence, 

There was one inmate of the establishment he 
took a rooted ancipathy to, try as hard as he 
could to overcome the feeling, the object of it 
being Mise Carnegy, whose dulcet, serpentine 
blandishments had no power over him. 

“She puts me in mind of those Spanish 
women, who enenare you by thelr artful wiles, 
then threaten you with their poignarde if you wish 
to cast off your fetters, Ugh! she makes me 
shiver!” he mused, one del clous still October 
evening, between his whifts of a particularly good 
cigar, as he leans on the terrace and gazed at the 
stiver giicomer danelpg on the calm sea, caused 
by the young moon, which shone out like a big 
diamond, 

A sound of sweet muefe floated from the draw- 
fog-room. It was I’-arl singing a quaint old 
English balled, ‘‘ The Bafliff’s daughter of Isling- 
ton,” one of her father’s especial favourites, 

In an instent he had furg away his cigar, and 
jolned Pearl and the Major, who was playing 
chees with Miss Oarnegy, her well-shaped arms 
bare to the elbow, the lace flattering around 
them, adding to thelr beauty, 

*Oap we induce you to join us at draughts or 
chess 1” atked the Mejor, “ now you have finished 
your cigar =” 

“No thanks, mueic before all,” the Baronet 
returned, frankly. 

‘‘Pesrl Marriot you mean,” Miss Carnegy 
thought spitefully, making a false move in her 
jealousy to see so many men worship at this 
peony “faced chit’s feed, as ahe deemed ber. 

Song after song was sung, aud the evening sped 
away, 83 othera had done before ic, leaving Sir 
Clive in a atate of feverish hope, mingled wlih 
keen paia, which he could not shape into words. 
Cae fsct wou'd stare him in the face—a eattled 
repulsfon on Pearl’s part to be alone with him 
ever since that firat morning ehe brightened the 
old nureery with her presence, 

She positively eeemed to shrink from him, as 
if with fear, Yet her browo eyes would sparkle 
with fun and bappiness when he ead near her 
while In the soclety of otbere. 

“This uncertainty is unbesrable,” he argued, 
as he etrode back to his lonely bachelor home 
cone evening. ‘Ie there someone else in the 
field!” Great drops of perspiration bedewed 
his forehead at the fearful thought. “Oh, no! 
it would have Jeaked cut! 1 must have heard 
it! Til sews always flice apace; but this eus- 
pense must be stopped, or I shall go wild! [ll 
put matters to the test to-morrow! This is cruel 
torture)!” 

With this resolve he made himsclf somewhat 
easier, and contrived to sleep part of the night 
—a rare event for him since Pearl had dawned 
upon hie life to fill tt wi:h ecstatic bifss one 
moment, and the throes of miserable torment 
the pex*, 

She, poor child, was loyal and true indeed to 
Leslie Kelth, though her heart rebelled, Every 
week she wrote a long budget of their doiugs, 
not omitting the visits of Sir Clive OCarington, 

‘He ig a very vice neighbour, so charitable and 
kind to the poor," she said at the close of one of 
her letters. “ Papa is quite attached to him, and 
I am sure you will like him too!” 

After thet brief allusion to their new acquaint- 
ance no more was sald, Somehow she found it 
rather difficult to write about him or his chariv- 
able works. 

Miss Carnegy's sharp eyes had not been idle, 
She easily detected how matrers stood with Sir 
Ciive, and determined to take Pearl to task ‘before 
a crisis occurred, 

“Ail my plans will be crushed if this marriage 
with Keithis brokenoff,” she muttered, anxiously, 
‘My one alm must be to hasten it, or the Major 
will slip through wy fiogers, for Sir Clive hates 
me io his hear’, I can read it in hig face; he 
auspects somevbing. Cam be ever bave known 
me in the past 1’’ (here she shivered fn very terror). 
*Faugh! I'm eimply childishly ridiculous, con- 
jaring up specires that were laid years ago?" 





“Whao will you sell your thoughts for, ma 
chére t” she said, swestly, later on that after- 
noon, coming across Pearl curled up on a window 
neat, a book of poems lying idly on her lap. 

A conscious flash dyed her cheeks as she met 
the batili*k gaze of her companion, 

**1—I was lost, I mean [ was not thinktng of 
anything in particular,” she stammere?’, rising 
and taking hold of her neglected book, as if to 
commence reading. 

“Are you quite sure, dear Pearl!” she per- 
sisted, “that a gentleman wasn’t the theme of 
your thoughts you term as lost? I fancy I have 
found them ” (chia eignifitantly). ‘ Shall I name 
the gentleman ?” 

" No—oh, no!” pleaded poor Pearl, all of a 
tremble, for her own conscience accused her, and 
in her simplicity she believed Miss Carnegie 
really had probed her guilty secret, 

‘“‘ Why ‘oh no’?” she asked, tantalisiogly, “ if 
they were good thoughts, but I fear they were a 
leetle bit mixed, that a certain gentleman who 
was here last evening figured principally in them 
in p'ace of the absent lover !” 

“No—och, no!” murmured Pearl crouching 
down in her corner and trying to hide her burn- 
ing face in the folds of the heavy curtafa, 
"Plense do not tease me, Carnegy dear,” thie 
imp'oringly. me 

“| wieh it wers in my power to obey you;” she 
continued, “ but Idare not, You are standing 
on a precipice, and I feel it my duty to warn you 
before dire trouble follows, which {tb surely will 
unless you drop flirting with Sir Olive 
Carington !” 

“How dare you say such a wicked thing?” 
she exclaimed, angrily, All her gentleness fled 
at the coarse unwomaaly way of attack. “It fs 
false, I never flirted with Sir Clive!’ 

Toen she burst into a torrent of tears. This 
open revolt was very terrifying to her tormentress, 
whose position in the household was not quite so 
secure as to enable her to cfifmd its young 
mistress, 

“You misunderstand me, dear child;" she 
answered, tenderly, “I would not wound your 
feelings for the world. You ought to know me 
better than that by this time. Why, the term 
flirt is used fn fun, badinage, what you will. We 
ali flirt, I flirt!” (chisgashiogly) Of course 
I do, with any of the frresistible males who are 
harmless. What I wished to convey to that dear 
little sensitive head was to be cautious, just a 
wee bit. For instance, plesd on excuse when 
Sir Ciive asks you to sing an especial song, and 
oppose so many of his visits. Suggest to papa 
that ft bores you.” 

“That would be falee, because I like his 
society,’ she retorted. 

‘* Did I nod say so just now when you became 
80 fierce, ma chére?” 

* Liking anyone fs not flirting with them. I 
detest the name ; it Is an insult to utter it to 
one who never deserved {t. Ihold the girl who 
deeerves {>) unwortby even the respect of her 
own sex.” 

* You misinterpret the term altogether, dear, 
but we must not split strawe over quibbles, Oaly 
be a trifle guarded, leat we make a certain gentle- 
man jealous when be comes to feast his eyes on 
his little fancée.” 

Like a wise tactician she dropped the eubject, 
seeing i wag a particularly sore one with her 
charge, determining to watch closely, and use all 
her arts to entrap the Major by some bold coup. 


CHAPTER IV, 


Sim Crivz’s resolve to pub matters to a test, 
once couceived, was carried ous in swift haste, 
for his heart hungered to reveal its store house of 
love to the one who had awakened It. 

Armed with a spray of orange blossom, culled 
from one of the conservatories, he made his way 
to Waterchase, with the Intention of using it as a 
lictle trap to catch the jewel he coveted, 

“What a delightful ttle spray!" she tx- 
claimed, aa he offered it for her acceptance. 
“And an orange and ali, I will keep the orange 
as @ curlosity, »[ never saw one growing in 
Eagland before !j’ 


ay 


—— 


“Take the giver with {t,” he pleaded, in a low 
tremulous voice, that shook with the intensity of 
its paesion. ‘ Toose flowers will fade and die, 
and so will my heart, if you do nob have ccf: 
paseion on me,” 

The{mpassioned flood of words were pourad forth 
so hurriedly that Pearl stood dazed for a brief 
minute, not knowiog whether to fly from his alde, 
or avow the bitter truth now that Sir Clive had 
spoken those burning words of love—words that 
were engraven in letters of fire on her heart, and, 
Heaven help her, more precious than any and ali 
she -had received from the man who was her 
affianced husband, 

‘‘Why do you shrink from me?” she ssked, 
catching hold of her hands, and looking at the 
blanched face which gased at him in mute, tear. 


leas agony. 

*T am too la‘e,” be gasped iu despair, 

** Pity me,” ehe implored, piteously, 

He dropped her hands, and covered his face, 
with one low cry of pain. 

White a; marble she etood, not daring to raise 
her eyes, to even offer one grain of solace to that 
storm-riven soul that was fighting its grim battle 
with eeif, 

* Would to Heaven [ had known {t befére,” Le 
groaned, ‘All fs lost |—all fs lost!” and he 
staggered to achair, and buried his face in lis 
hands, as if to shut ont the light of day. 

“Can you ever forgive me?” she murmured. 
“ Would that‘Icould bear all the pala, 05, that 
we had never met!” 

“JT am a weak fool,” he sald, tremulously, 
‘' Heaven help me, bat I loved you so, and I was 
mad encugh to think no man lived who could 
keep you from me, Ob, my love !—my love! 


L itis I who must esk for pardon for being too 
‘sadguine. You are blameless, On nie rests the 


burden and the blame ;” and with these words 
he rose and groped his way out of her presence 
‘like an foebriate, 

Her firet impulee was to follow him to offer 
consolation. A pliteous little cry escaped her 
parched lips, and in the anguieh of hopeless 
despair she flang hereclf down on the floor and 
sobbed bitter, heart-burning teara, 

Miss Carnegy found her, to her astonisb- 
ment, A few minutes after the bal! door closed 
with a bang, and the distracted Baronet fed 
from all he prizsd on earth for honour’s sake. 

‘Tn Heaven’s tame tell me.what has bep- 
pened?” Miss Carnegy exclaimed, “Are you 
ill? S,eak, Pearl! Shall i call your papa?” 

“No; let mo be in pence, in mercy’s name,” 
she moaned, “ my heart is bursting {” 

*' Sir Culve hae been here. I was dreesing when 
he arrived, and he has gone,” she sald, fn grave 
tones, ‘*He has offended you? Why did you 
not take my timely warniog !” 

“Sir Ciivels a king among men,” she cried, 
fiercely, rising up and confronting ber questioner 
defiantly. “ He has not o me ; he would 
not hurt or cffend even one of Heaven's lowliest 


| creatures,” 


Then her mood changed to a remorseful ove 
for showing euch ingratitude to one who she 
felt was only advising her for ber own good. 

“Bear with me, Carnegy; dear,” she walled 
forth, burylog her tear-stained face fn her bosom; 
“Tam so wretched. If % were not for dear 
papa I could almost wish I were dead.” 

* Why, what fs it all about!” t 

“TI must never tell you or anyone as long as I 
live.” 

‘Then there must be some terrible secret you 
fear to disclose,” sho said maliciously, her eye 
dancing with wicked triumph. 

'* Have some pity, and forbear torturing me 
with unfounded sueplefons,” she urged, plain 
tively, ‘* My sorrow is surely eufficlent.” 

“ Bat why not confide iu met” she wheedled 
“or your father?” 

“ Ie would break his heart,” Pearl sobbed. 
“He believes me «o-happy, and my life i 4 
wicked Ile,” 


"Tecan gee it all. What I guessed bes really 
come to pats, You bave played with fire, and 
have come out scathed.” 





| © For Heaven's sake do not betray me!” she 
besought. ‘I fought, oh, so hard, egainst this 
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Jove, and thought I had won till he came, 
" Asked you to be hia wife,” added Miss 


OT ie said so. Do not seek to know what 
ib is not fa my power to tell,” forgetting, poor 
girl, in her’ agitation, that she was revealing 
everything. “Iam the plighted wife of Leslie, 
and I must be worthy of the name I bear and 
his, which will one day be mine, Papa would 

rn me if I became a jilt, a heartless flirt. Ob, 
po! I will be true, if you will assist me and keep 
my secret.” ‘ 

"If you promise to give up seeing Sir Ciive, 
and hsaten your’ marriage,” she seid, guardediy. 
“Your fature is at stake, ihsrefore I mvet insled 
upon you obeying me eo far.” 

“7 promise snything,” she said, at random, 
“only be true to me!” 

‘With tight-drawn lipe, that had no sympathy 
or pity for this young motherless girl, whose whole 
heart was teeming with noble thoughts and agptra 
tions, whose one craving waa to save pain by even 
sacrificing self, she gave the required assurance, 
enjoining her victim to obey her mandate—marry 
before the year expired, ne commanded by her 
father, . 

With laggard, weary steps ehe then gained her 
room to lave her tear-swollen face, so as to appear 
bright and fresh before her father. 

Reynolds saya Sir Cilve has been here, my 
dear!" her father observed, after that stately 
Individual had departed with the cloth “ Did 
you rea him 1” 

Miss Carnegy was cracking a walout, and 
waited breathlessly for her answer. 

"Yes, rapa; but he was in a hurry.” 

“Rather unusual for bim, | What Induced him 
to come then? Did he want to see me }” 

“T think nof, psps. I—I told him you were 
engaged with your lawyer.” 

“ What a foolish fellow to run off just because 
I was busy for a few miuutes. The fact is he 
was nervous a6 keing left alone with two Jadies,” 
he eed, merrily, quite unconscious of the pain he 
was iufileting upon Pearl 

The next news they heard was the sudden 
departure of Sir Clive for London, causing amszs- 
ment to the Major, 

“What an extraordinary fellow be ls to ran 
off withou) 2 word! His father was coneldered 
eccentric, and the son fs following ia his foot- 
steps,” le grumbled somewhat petulant!y, for he 
hac taken a liking for the gen!al Barcnet’s eociety, 
and began to look upon it as 5 settled arrange- 
ment co have his dally or evening visite. 

This change threw him more into the company 
of the wilggeompanion of an evening, for P.arl 
took the fi'tt opportanfty after desserb to escape 
to her retreat, leaving the field open to the enemy, 
and, most remarkable to relate, these absences 
were not even noticed, for the blandishments of 
Mies Carnegy entirely absorbed the Major, who 
was now completely conviaved that she was the 
incarnation of all womanly virtue and beauty. 

She it was who ponred out hiv coffee and put 
the sugar aud cream in It to sult hia taste, and 
wheeled bis chafr to the davenport, gave him his 
letter-ense and Ink-etand. Thus far had she 
ousted his child from her rigatfel position. 

He, poor deluded man, never suspected any | 
treachery ; he noticed Pearl was rather pale and 
thin ; but Miss Carnegy laughingly observed that 
engsged girls generally pined a little when their 
lovers were forced to be away from them, 

Christmae arrived, bringiog with it Leslie Keith 
and a present for his Utrle sweetheart, as he 
always called her, 

Pearl twisted the costly bracelet tistlessly 


possessed when he bade her love him a little more 
that September morning, ° : 

"You have nobglvea me & kis or ‘sald {f you 
like it, and I thought it would please you ro 
much,” he sa‘d, anxionsly. 

“It is too beautifal,” she murmured, lowering 
her eyes ; “too costly.” 

= be too costly for you, Pearl It 

was my ambition to have this braceleb made of 

Pearle, intending to give it you the day you gave 
me 


pleasure from those st eyes spuorlt my plane, 
What it ts to be foipetuoue |” E ss 

“You are too kind,” she murmured, with a 
little sickly effort to smile, 

**Y suppose I shall have the pleasure of seeing 
this neighbour Pearl mentioned in her Jetters,”’ 
he remarked, as they all eat in front of the 
drawing-room fire at afternoon tea, presided over 
now by Misa Carnegy. 

Pearl had become so Hetless and languid that 
she quadly yielded the point, 

"T regret to tell you the bird has flown,” 
the Major rejoined, ‘* He came in a hurry and 
took himself off like a meteor, ‘There's no 
accounting for these rovers, they never seem to 
settle down.” 

‘(He was a very nice fellow, wasn't he!” 
pursued Keita. 

"A splendid fellow, first-rate company, up in 
everything,” acquiesced Major Marriot, 

"What a shame these dear fellow: wil! run 
away,” slmpered a gushing young lady, a Miss 
Sister, to Mrs. Vivian, who was regarding Pear! 
with motherly concern, noting how traneparend 
and fragile she had become. 

“Perhaps they are wise, who shall say }” 
replied the vicar’s wife mechanically, 

“Do you mean that I am dangerous, dear 
Mrs, Vivian 1” she sald, demurely. 

“You certainly are not ;” that lady answered, 
“Why, there could uot be a more harmless little 
person where Sir Ciive fs concerned ; he fs a 
confirmed bachelor, you know.” 

"I think him odfous then,” Mies 
laughed. 

Poor Pearl eat mute by the side of her 
betrothed, her hande locked in silent agony 
beneath a huge fan Miss Carnegy bade her hold 
to screen the fiercenese of the fire from her face, 
forced to listen to the commonplace chatter about 
one whom she loved dearer than life, 

That evening’ post brought a sealed regis- 
tered letter addressed to Miss Marriot, wich the 
Carington crest. She turned pale as death when 
Reynolds, the butler, handed it to her, and ber 
hand trembled so that) she could rcareely 
retain her hold when she saw the well-known 
coat of army. 

“We will excuse you, my dear,” her father 
eald, cheerily, “I expect it is another Christ- 
mas gift.” 

“It is from Sir Clive Carington,”’ she managed 
to gasp out, as she broke the sea! ; then tn a few 
acconds she resumed; “he has sent me ons 
hundred pounds to distribute smong my pen- 
sioners, and a hundred blankets are at the Court 
waiting for me to give out.” 

“ What a capital fellow hefe! Ti's a thou- 
eand pities he will not settle down,” broke in 
the Major. “ But hasn’t he sent any messsge to 
us after cutting off so unceremoniously #” 

“Only his very best wishes for our health 
and happiness this festive season—nothirg more, 

pa ’ 


later 


papa. 

mgt ms then dropped, for Pearl set about 
her at once. It seemed to put new life 
into her to have something to do for bis sake, 
Esch banknote was kissed and cried over, and 
the envelope bearing his ivscription placed in 
her bosom as a most precious gift — more 
precious than a dczen pearl bracelets ia her 
opinion. 

Old and young had a high old time of It 
round and about Broadstairs. Warm gowns, 
jackete, and coats bad already been supplied by 
Pearl and the vicars wife, and a few other 
ladies, 

Sir Clive’s money was all expended fn bee’, 
pork, mutton, tea, raisine, avd other comforor. 
The poor were made happy, and grateful hearts 
blessed the sweet giver together with the absent 
Lord of Car m Court, 

A large 4 party. assembled rounfi” the 
sumptuous board at Waterchase on Christmas 


| Day ; all were merry and good-humoured with 


themselves, and the world in general. 

What mattered it te these woll-favoured ones 
that a cruel east wind blew razor gashes against 
the frosted window panes, tearing atthe bare 
branches viciously, whistling and mounting like s 
demon storm fiend. They were safely houced, 





; then 7 bak yo to 
watch surprise 


There was vue wm thst gay perby whose heart 
was sore, nobwithstancing the animated ecene. 
Her thoughts strayed to the wanderer, whose 
love had driven hic forih, miserable and lonely. 

“I wish I could cure the lily whitenere of 
your cheeks, mies! Jo's downright sggravatiug, 
itis }” grumbled Kitty, as she fastened sprays 
of holly fn the flowiog white satin robes, a gifo 
from her father. i 

You will bave to be eatisfied with my cheeks 
as they are, Kitty,” her mistres: said, with a 
smile. ‘“ You have not told me what you think 
of papa’s present yet.” 

“Why, iv's the beautifullesh frass I erer 
clapped eyes on, It’s just like a bride's, mise ; 
and now I come to think of it, s0 are you—just 
that melancholy, pale look brides always hes ! 

** Your description {s rather wogue, Kitty. 
You are a very original girl |” 

“T’'m sure I mean no offence, miss,” this 
sheepishly, being fearful lest she had angered 
her mistress, 

"To is rather refreshing to hear your opinions. 
You know I dislike flattery, By-the-way, I sup- 
pose you saw Sam Biunt this morning * Did hesay 
where his master was when he last wrote to him)” 

“Ob ! yes, miss! He said he was a staying at 
some great hotel somewhere near a park )”’ 

Then he did not say If he was coming back 
to the Court 1” trying to appear unconcerned. 

** Not a word—leastways not as Som knows, 
He said that he should want Sam to be resdy > 
start for foreign parts very eoon, and Sam is 
awfully put ous about It,” this with a coveciou 
blush, ‘ You see it’s rather bard on us just as 
we have began courting and all, aud he is the 
nicest young man I ever knew in my life, cles.” 

“Sweethearts genersily are!” Poarl observed, 
smitugly ; “and Sam is very nice young man, 
Tam sure, or his master would not repose such 
trust In him ; but there goes the second bell. I 


must hasten, Fasten my choea quickly, there's 
@ good Kitty.” , 
“You look lovely, little sweetheart |” whis- 


pered Leslie ; ‘* the white gown suite yom to par- 
fection. I should like to paint you just as you 
are as the Queen of Ohristmas,” teking her i 

his arms, and kissing the enowg brow, “ Pear!, 
give me one kiss, darling! Juosb af little 
Coristmas kiss !” be added, pleadingly. 

She shrank awsy from his embrace with o 
scared look in her pretty eyes like a stag brovy'ss 
to bay, and pulled the berries off her dress me- 
chauically, 

“Why are you always so coy, dear one, when 
weare alone? I shall havea long score ogainot 
you when ycu are my wife! ” he eaid, ardently ; 
“and I mean to be paid In fall 1” 

"Papa is calling. Let me go, Leslie,” she 
pleaded ; and she flitted away—a white, shining 
figare, leaving « soft perfume behind her. 

** How cold she is !"’ be said to himself, with 
& little pang of wounded vanity. “I wish I 
could infuee a little wermth Into her nature, 
What a contrast to merry Agnes Slater, with her 
tantalixiog, affectionate manners.’ 

Pear!'s shy reserve had just commenced to 
pique Lesile Kvirh, who could not long endure 
her passive conduct without annoyance. 

It seemed incredible to his understanding that 
she could receive all bis fervent little speechee 
and lover's endearments, and yet remain cold and 
unyielding ; he, the spoilt darifog of society, the 
Hen of fashionable little at-homes in May fair and 
South Kepsisgton, where women hung upon his 
every sentence with breathless interest when he 
expatiated upon the artistic merle of the latest 
fashionable picture or poem, &c , &e. 

That evening, acd mavy which followed, he 
devoted himeelf In desperation to Agnes S‘ater, 
savg with ber, and guided her pencil in Alling in 
a beech-tree ; but all this seeming loterest had 
not the slightest effect upon Pearl, who appeared 
relieved at the respite from his too ferven’ 
attentions, 

Galeties succeeded {mn quick succession with 
the new year, the last affair being a dance in 
hovour of Pearl's birthday. 

“I wish this to be the gayest of all our gather- 
ings, dear Miss Carnegy,” Mejor Marriot said, 
animatedly (it had come to dear Mise Carnegy 


’ 





and | where wine and honey flowed ualimited, 
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"I will write the Invitations at once,” she 
replied, sweetly, tapping the brass dogs with her 
seariet slipper, and smiling at bim with eyes and 
Mps in a bewildering fashion that sent his pulses 
throbbing with a nameless thril! of exquisite 

re. ‘* Will you help me, Major, as Pear) 
engsged more agreeably?” this with playful 


saiveté, 
“I doubt whether they feel bappfer in their 
young love's dream than I when—er—when— 


Here he became sadly mixed. The fact was 
her witchery had dezzied him to such an ¢xtent 
that he nearly lost hie reasoning faculties for a 
brief roment. : 

“Your words make me yery happy, too,” she 
sald, eoftly, ‘‘for they bid’me hope that I have 
had something to’do with your feelings, Am I 
not right?" 

“Yes, you have brought peace, and taken a 
toad of care off my shoulders, as well as brighten- 
img our home with your presence. J 
eannot realise what we should do without you,” 
he returned, warmly, 

“Dear Pearl will soon learn to forget me,” 
abe sighed, ‘when she leaves this dear old roof 
tree, and poor me wil! be cast among strangers 
again, to dream only of the past joys never to be 
renewed, But there, it fe ever so in thie fitfal 
Ufe’s fever ; sand partings from those we 
love” (this, with a little dry sob that ehe was an 
adept in bringing to her aid when the occasion 
demsnded). ‘ But there, I am a sentimental, 
foolish creature, I can only crave your indulgence, 
@esr Major.” 

* Four sweet womanly do you honour, 
Ledmtre you more for them ; but do not, I beg, 
talk of leaving us, as we cannot spare you.” 

“* You forget my services will not be required 
by my charge when she becomes a wife |” 

“ | forget nothing.” he answered, impetuously. 
“* Waterchase must have a mistress ; it would be 
a wilderness without you, No, I cannot permit 
you to leave Waterchase.” 

“I muet obey then!” she simpered. ‘Your 
wishes are my law,” going over to the Gavenport, 
and commencing to write the delicate pink invi- 
tation misaives for the forthcoming ball; and, 
looking up archly, she added, “you are leaving 
sae to do all the work.” 

“How remiss I am,” he rejoined, briskly, 
taking the opposite side and setting to energe:i- 
eally to nesiat her, ‘I was dreaming.” 

“ Of the future or the past!” she questioned. 

“Both ; somehow they will continually get 
mixed,” he said, sadly. 

“Tl take particular care that the past does 
mob influence my future,” she said, mentally. 
“T am virtually mistress of Waterchase, it only 
requires a little diplomacy to be mistress in 
reality. You are cantious, as old birds generalig 
are, bot uo match for Thyra Oarnegy.” 

Farther conversation wae stopped by the 
entrance of Pearl, who, at the Major's requeat, 
gave her help in eendirg out the notes, Very 
xeon a few other stragglers j.ined them, and 
offered their se: vices, so that pens were scratch- 
ing awsv foriously for half an hour. 

a * 7 * * 

Lights, music, flowers, aweet odours, tilvery 
laughter, ming’e1 with the patter of fairy feet, 
and chief and daintiest of all stood out the queen 
ef the revels, clad in a white gown, looped with 
aliver, @ thread of fine pearls round her fair 
young throat, 

“I am going to claim the privilege of your 
fencé, Pearl, and open the ball with you,” whis- 
pered Keith, as she descended the stairs, where 
he was waiting avxlous!y to catch her, before she 
entered the brilliant throng of human butterflies. 

"Most I epen the ball!" she answered 
simply, averting her eyes from his searching 

ance, 


“You are the star of to-n'ght’s revels, sweet- 
heard, and my queen. I mean to claim my rights, 
end take ts many dances as the law of lovers 
percaits,” looking at her programme, and jotting 
his Initials down rapidly. 

“ Really, Leslie, it is too bad!” she protested 
fee "You are appropriating them all, You 


not csre to dance we will sit ont ’—this was sald 
in a tone of authority he had never asserted 
before, 

Pearl was with a best of admirers, 
each of them pi g for only one dance, much 
to Keith's amus-ment now that he had monopo- 
lized nearly all in the evening's programme by a 
bold coup 

“It 1 could only escape from this bondage,” 
Pearl sighed, retreating behind the silk curtains 
after a waltz. ‘Oh, how Idespise myself, Oh, 
my love, my lost love! why did we ever meet i 
I was happy with my lot, and knew not what 
love meant. Now life is all a mockery. If I 
could only feel the clasp of those dear arms and 
lie my weary head on your breast, I think I 
should be content,” 

Tears bedewed her brown eyes as she copjured 
up that last bitter yet eweet meeting. 

The casement was half open to admit the alr 
into the crowded room; and feeling feverish and 
heated she stepped out on the terrace to cool her 
throbbing temples, when, lo! the very man she 
had been apostrophising stood before her, to her 
utter amazement. 

For a brief Instant she thought ib was his 
shadow, ralsed by a heated imagination. 

** Pearl, my beloved |’ he whispered, “I have 
waited to catch one glimpse of you to-night ere 
I leave Eogland, I knew I should see you. My 
heart told me my visit would not be io vata.” 

‘*Why did you not come as # guest?” she 
faltered, her eyes sparkling, her whole frame 
quivering with joy. 

“ You ask me that! Oh! Pearl! my heart’s 
only love! You little know the fire which rages 
in my nature when I even think of another man 
claiming you, whom my very soul craves for. I 
dare not trusp myself near you and this man, 
lest I should do bim some mirchief, You asked 
pity from me ; I now implore pity from you. I 
have wrestled against this love as a strong man 
might a deadly pestilence, only to find myself 
vanquished. 

* Pity you! Oh! Clive, my very heart bleeds 
for your eufferiog—pay, more, it throbs now ia 
upison with all you have told me!” 

Then his arms clasped the willowy figure In 4 
moment of rhapsody to his breast, and the little 
head, with {ts wreath of white roses, lay in 
bilseful contentment where it had longed to rest, 
while the silvery moon shed Its brightest gleams 
upon the pair, and requisite rapture filled their 
very souls, 

**T must go now, Cilve,” she pleaded, getting 
alarmed lest her absence should be noticed by the 
lypx eyed Miss Carnegy ; her maidenly fears 
battling with her love. 

* Give me one kiss; {bis nota sin yet!” be 
replied, hoarsely. ‘* When next we meet I will 
not tempt you, for you will be a wedded wife. It 
will be the first and last ; the memory will have 
to cheer me in the dreary future which, for hence- 
forth, will be almlezs.” 

He felt her soft arms round his neck—her 
glowing face pressed againat bis—her Wving eyes 
lifted to his, full of a liquid light, that thrilied 
every vein witbia him. 

*€ Heaven in ite mercy bless you, my darling, 
and pardon me for this!” he murmured, as he 
pressed a long, burning kiss on the dewy lips, and 
untwined her arms from their clasp. 

Half dazed she clasped the stone balustrade 
for support as he passed from her sight, groplog 
his way like one intoxicated with wine. 

‘Gone |” she gasped {n despair, elutching ber 
white fur wrap round her shivering form, The 
gaunt bare branches of the trees seemed to 
echo her words, and repeat them in weird, mock- 
ing guste, 

“ Gune!” she sobbed again. Then she dragged 
her tired limbs Into the room, her face all pale 
and tear-stained, and fn a of fear leat some- 
one should see her in thie sorrowful plight, 

“ Where have you been, my pet?” asked her 
father, catching sight of her as she had nearly 
gained the door. ‘Leslie has been disconsolate 
about you |” 

‘*The room was bot, and I went to the wia- 
dow for alr, papa,”’ ahe mansged to reply, not 


T will send Mise Carnegy to 
will know what to 


“ Yes, oh, yes 1’ she answered, “I know you 
are very . Tam not very strong. It wass 
sudden giddiness; the heat and excitement, | 
suppose, were the cause.” 

* Te will be anything than bliss for me if my 
wife gets pale and falnt whenever she goes {nto 
sociery,”’ he thought, gloomily, hi 
overwhelming his e toctlon, te women not 

to his taate, 

“1 must ask the Major to bring you up to 
town to one of the most eminent physicians,” he 
said, aloud. “This leseitude worrtes me!” 

“J will not see any doctor,” she protested, 
vehemently, her cheeks flushing with Ind!gnation 
at the tone of command he assamed. *' My health 
is all right. Paps must not be worried need. 
lesel ” 

Hor words puzzled and disturbed him, for be 
realised now that he had gained the heiress, or 
rather the casket he coveted; but the jewel 


thought, later on that night. lraas on ube 
t on it bad are 0 
girls as pretty, and as rich, to be had with a little 
patience, I fancy Iam sacrificing myself fors 
ridiculous whim, to a pretty plece of statuary. 
It’s confoundedly unpleasant, to say the least 
of it.” 
While he was communing with self, and his 
betrothed was-musing u the soul-stirring 
little comedy was 


‘I am terribly distressed about my poor little 
Pearl,” he said, joloiog her when hie daughter 
left him to obliterate the traces of her tear-stained 
face, *‘ She fe strangely altered of late ; 1 can- 
not understand it,” 

* Why alarm yourself needlessly 1” she re- 
plied, soothingly. ‘‘ Lovers will have their little 
diff-rences ; ab least, so I have heard,” ; 

“Then you ascribe this alteration to lovers 


quarrels, 
" And @ wee bit of caprice,” she added. ; 
He was much relieved her calm answer, 
thinking how stately and beautiful she looked, 
her pearl-grey allk dress floating in soft folds 
around her, the rich crimson azeleas in her dusky 


you would,” 
urged. ‘* Will you, for my sake?” 

“Had I the rights of a mother I probably 
might f: flaence her,” she replied, boldly, deter- 
astaad Sa being paca tp Sey OP audaci- 

on board. 5 
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forget I ams not & teetotum !” 
“I am going to be covetous. What you do 
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daring to raise her face to his lest he should see 
ive piteous suffering, 
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homility. 
Moja! Taey may accuse 


terrible 
“ Y care not for the opinions 


have, in my estimation, all I need. Wealth I do 
not require; a loving heart, which I know you 
possess, isthe only gift wish. Will you grant 
the boon I ask 1” 

“Yes,” she murmured, completely elated at 
ao apa Hd plans, “if you think I shall 
make you happy.” 

The Major, of course, gave her to understand 
{t would bring no end of bliss to them all, being 

ch enslaved by his‘enchantress, 

Ib was early dawn when shesovgt her pillow, 
not the least fatigued, notwithstauding what she 
had passed threugh ; excitement and exultant 
triumph took all sleep from her eyes, 

She changed her flowing silk robes for a 
crimeon wrapper adorned with soft swans-down, 
brushed out her wealth of jetty hair, and contem- 
plated her olfve face with rapt satisfaction. 

“IT wonder if the old dotard really cares for 
me!” she soliloguised, with a cruel smile, “or if 
he simply admires me, as he would a fine horse, 
a picture, or other chattel?” 

Then ehe took from a leather dreasing bog a 
little silver locket, touched the spring, aad gez-d 
long and tenderly at the portrait of a man with a 
dark, Italian face of exceeding beauty. 

" Poverty versus love!" she muttered, a soft- 
ness stealing into her eyes. “ Love must wait; 
but why!” as a brilliant idea struck her. 
“What is to hinder us from being re-united 
when this house is mine? I am free to invite 
whom I like, You shall be the first guest, and 
the most honoured one. Riches will be mine ; 
08g EEE See ee en 0 On Oe 


Locking the miniature up securely, a sudden 

impulse possessed her to go and see if Pearl was 

to reveal her triumph and her new 
household. 


asleep, 
position in the 
(Continued on page 496 ) 








MY SWEETHEART. 
0 
CHAPTER X'X., 
It was a moment of. intense excitement to 


Paula, She dreaded beyond words the horrible 


moment that Gregor Thorpe must turn towards 
her and look upon her face, 

If he knew her, detection and disgrace musb 
follow, 

A great temptation came over her to epring to 
her feet suddenly and fly out of the opera-bc x ; 
but even as the thought paesed through her mind 
they turned towards her, and, as they stood be- 
tween her and the door, all opportunity for flight 
was cut off, 

At last the dreaded moment came. After 
saluting the strangers the old banker had 
— them to Miss Dawes, then he turned to 

er. 

Paila never afterwards had a clear recollection 
of how the presentation was made. As ehe slowly 
ralsed her terrified eyes, the two ycung gentle- 
men were bowing before her—Gregor ‘Thorpe 
looking at her with startled gezo that caused the 
blood to fairly stand still fo her veins. 

Ah, Heaven ! did he recognise her # 

With easy, careless grace he took the vacant 
chair beside her, much to the diecomfiture of the 
young artist, whom courtesy forced to make him- 
telf agreeabie to Mies Dawes. 

Gregor talked pleasantly of the opera, and 
he quite believed that the giri’s almost inaudible 
replies were oceasloncd by bashfalness, and he 
forbore loo into ber face again ; but 
at that first g he had indeed been startled 
at her great resemblance to beautiful Paula 
Garstin. Then he grew provked at himself as 
the fancy grew apon bim. 





beauty, with eyes as 

ic spun gold, with 

diamonds shioing like a crimson flame around her 

white throat, in common with poor pretty Paula 

Garstin, the Hotle work-girl, who had probably 

paid the forfelt of her life for an afternoon of 
pleasure |! 

* Come,” said the artist, at length, touching 
him on the arm ; “the curtain fs about to rise, 
we had better return to our box.” 

Thorpe rose and followed him, after making 
hie adieus ; but he groped his way along like a 
mtn stunned with strong delicious wine. 

Frank Belmore noticed it. 

“ You thought yourself {nvulnerable, Thorpe, 
my boy,” he said, with a sneering laugh ; “ but 

ou fiad that there is no armour so thick, so 
vy that Cupid's arrows cannot pierce {t. You 
went down like a shot at the first glance of Miss 
Barton's bright eyes. I bave always noticed that 
the men who declare themse'ves impervious to 
love are the firat to succumb to it,” 

"You are greatly mistaken if you think that. 
I am interested in Miss Barton,” said Gregor, 
po Or gem earnestly than the occasion re- 
qu 

Bat durirg all the rest of the evening his 
friend noticed that G:egor was like a man sud- 
denly bewitched, 

The o no longer hsd the least charm for 
him. He sat with his eyes riveted on M-. 
Barton’s box, drinking in every detail of the 
beautiful young face, with its halo of golden 
hair so clearly outlined against the hangiogs of 
dark rich crimson velvet. 

All that night in his dreams Gregor Thorpe 
eaw the fair, girlish, witching face before him, 
and his waking thoughts were of Mr, Barton's 
eweet young granddaughter the moment he 

his eyes, and from that moment he was 

most miserable of men, for be realised that 

he could have loved her—pcured all the affection 

of hia heart at her feet. Ab, yes, he could have 

loved her, but he must not; for was he not ths 
affianced busband of another } 

Gregor remembered to bave heard pretty Miss 
Barton eay that she iatended visiting the flower 
show the following day, and he never quite 
knew how it happened, but he found himeelf 
there also; and the thought was rushing like a 
delirlum through his brain, should he catch 6 
glimpse of her there—just one fleeting glimpse of 
her lovely face? 

Yes, she was there, looking lovelier than ever, 
and his heart beat high with pleasure as he 
caught her eye, and she blushed and «zniled. 
a eee — ye a ae 

presence again, for there was danger for 
him in being by her aide ; but at that enchant- 
ing smile from those perfect red lips all his good 
resolutions failed ; he made his way toward her 
at once. 

Tne hour that they spent tegether smid the 
rose-blooms was to him a perfect dream, and he 
was annoyed when Miss Dawes announced to her 
pretty charge that it was time to go, 

“There is to be a ball at Mra, Archer’a to-night,” 
murmured the girl. ‘ Do you know them }” 

“ Yes,” returned Gregor ; “and I have received 
— rap to the self-same ball. Will you be 

ere ” 

“TY would not miss it for the whole world! It 
will be the greatest event of my life, for it ie my 
first ball,” she declared, with bright eyes and 
flushed cheeke 


“ Then I will be there,” he answered in a voice 
thas was not quite steady. 

He her fn her carriage, and watched the 
vebicle until it was lost to aight, and then he 
turned awsy with a sigh, 

** How beautiful she is!” he murmured, 
huskily. ‘' Bat what madness it is for me to sun 
myself in her ce, She is nob for me; the 
fates have forbidden it, that’s certain.” 

With a start he remembered that he had told 
Mildred that he intended coming early to see her 
that afternoon, and that he would be there when 
she returned home. 

He found her standing at the gate, watching 
for hiro. 

When he ssw her he quickened his pace. 

“You are late, Gregor,” she eald, gently, as 





she held out her band to him, “What kept 


He did not think of deceiving her. 

JT went to the flower show, Mildred,” he 
anewered, “‘and time flew swift-wioged by me. 
Ah, the roses were superb |” 

She looked up at him with a beautifa! amile on 
her noble face, 

" How did it happen, Gregor, that you did not 
briog mea few roses? You know how dearly [ 
love flowers. I should have been so pleased. 
Did—did you not think of i 1” 

His face flushed, and he looked at her uneasily. 

**{ will tell you the truth, Mildred,” he said, 
huskily, “It did not occarto me. If you like, 
I will return now and purchase the ficest roses I 
can find, I shall bave plenty of time before fp 
closes,” 

"No, uo!” she answered, hurriedly ; “ never 
mind. The nex» oxime you go you may remember 
to bring me some.” 

‘*T will indeed, Mildred,” he declared, earneatiy, 

“ Aren't you coming Into the house, Gregor?” 
she asked in surprise, noting that he made me 
attempt to unlatch the gate. 

“ Will. you excuee me if I do not remaia thie 
evening, Mildred?” he asked, hesitatingly, and 
in evident embarrassment. 

She looked up ab him quickly, her wistful face 
paling a little. 

“ OF course {f you ask it I mast consent}, for you 
know best, Gregor,” she answered, trying to speak 
carelessly to hide the deep disappolutment in her 
heart. She could have sobbed aloud, she felt se 
badly. 

His visita were the greatesh joy she had ever 
known. She looked forward to them from time 
to time with an expectancy so eager it frighvened 
even hereelf. Ste only lived in his presence, and 
the hours she spent with him were the brightest 
she bad ever known in all her desolate youug 
life. 

She was eo happy If they only sat in the same 
room, if she breathed the same alr as he did, if 
she was near bim 

This was the first time he had ever asked ta 
break an evg:gement with her, and the words 
struck her with a cold cbil] at her heart ; but, as 
most loving women are wont bo do, she found 
herself making excuses for him. 

Of course it must be some pressing business of 
importance that he wished to transact, and a 
lover never confided euch matters to his swest- 
heart; so she must not ask him about fo, she 
thought. 

“You are very good to let me go, Mildred,” he 
murmured. ‘I hope you will not mise me or be 
lonely.” 

**] shall try not to be,” she answered, brightly. 
“No doub» I can fiad something to do to pasa 
the time away.” 

“You may expect me to-morrow, Mildred,” he 
said, 

Her face beamed with pleasure. 

"Good night, Mildred,” he said, holding ont 
his hand to her. 

" Good-night, Gregor,” she answered, sweetty. 

He turned and walked swiftly down the street, 
and the girl watched him with her eyes eufused 
with tears. 

‘* How noble and good my lover fs,” she maur- 
mured. ‘‘He has some buriness engsgement, 
and he hae come all the way down here to excuse 
himself to me that I migho not be watching for 
him disappointed!y this evening. Ab, how 
thonght/ui he i!" and Mildred walked slowly 
up to the little porch with a smile on her lips, 

She sat on the low step of the porch until the 
atare came ont, and the great white moon never 
looked on a more patheric sighs thau ber lovely 
young face upturned to it as she sat there 
wrapped up in her bappy day-dreams — those 
sweed dreams which come into a woman's life but 
once, and are always aesociated with her first 
love. 

She sat there notil Mrs. Morris missed her and 
came to search for her. 

“Are you here alone, Mildred 1” she said, eur- 
prisediy. “Why, 1 thought Gregor was here 
with you? I was simost sure I heard Gregor's 
voice.” 

“He was here and has gone,” returned Mi 
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dred, brightly; adding, beshfally: “But I 
cannot say that I was atone, I had the beet and 
pleasantes? of compsnions—my own thoughts.” 

“ Ah, well, thoce rosy day-dreama are sweet 
enough for lovers, but the sky usually chang-s 
when you are husband and wife.” 

" Gregor came to tell me he would not remain 
this evening,” remarked Mildred. 

Mre. Morris shook ber head thoughtfally, 

This bad thing when lovera begin to make 
excuses about keeping thelr appofmtments with 
their lady-loves,” she declared. ‘EF always aay 
they are off with some other g'rls,” 


CHAPTER XX, 


Mas, Mornts's words, carelessly spoken though 
they were, gave Mildred a sudden chili at the 
heart, but she answered bravely enough,— 

*' Though other girla found every mau in the 
world faise I should believe Gregor true’’ she 
murmured ; adding, very slowly aud tremalously, 
‘Why fc would break my heart to—to even 
thiak auythiog else,” 

‘‘ Gregor is more honourable than most men,” 
&cclared Mrs. Morris, “ Still, iv is the nature of 
men to bea little fiskle once in awhile.” 

Bat even while they spoke of bim G egor Thorpe 
waa barrying towards Mrs. Archer’s grand bail, 

The hour was rather early for such gatherings, 
but despite this fact the grand salon and the 
magotficens drawing-roams were crowded with 
the Mite of aocioty. 

Gcegor Th rpe was an especial favourite with 
tha society belles—tal!, finely formed, handsome, 
wich a courtly beariog and distinguished face 
that usually called attention to him in any crowd 
es a king among men, and many bright eyes 
grew brighter anda the flush crept into many a 
girl’s cheeks as he entered the arched doorway. 

Paula saw him, and her heart beat quicker, 
She saw him glauce eageriy about the roum, and 
thena shade of disappointment crossed his fine 
face. 

She knew that he could not see her, for she 
sab where the drooping branches of an oleander 
trae heavily laden with crimson blossoms, hid her 
from his view, and it served the same purpose of 
screening ber from the observation of swo ladies 
who had jast sat down on a gilded sevtee a litcle 
way from her, 

They were evidently mother and daughter, 
judging from their faces, 

“ Ah,” said the young girl, with a decided 
irench accent, “there is Mr. Thorpe, standivug 
in the doorway. I wish he would look thie way.” 

The elder lady flirted her fan towards him, It 
attracted his atuention, 

Gregor caught the eye of the owner of it, and 
pialled end bowed pleasantly, 

By a delicate manipulation of her dalaty faa, 
the isdy beckoned him over to where she aud 
the young girl sat, and he bad no option but;to 
obe 


¥. i 
“He is comiog this way, Hold,” she said, 


hastily.. ‘‘ Now emlle your pretdest. Gregor 
Thorpe was certainly an admirer of yours last 
season, bub you fluted eo recklesely wich every 
mac that crossed your psth that you quite dis- 
gueted him. I saw is in ois eyes. Nuw here is 
an opportunity toreinstate yourself in bis esteem 
You are looking charming in thav costume of 
pale yellow tulle wich {te garnicure of silver. You 
should certainly take him by sterm with your 
beaoty, and make a decided conquest. Any 
other girl who bad half your good vote would 
have a proposal of marriage from him before she 
evening is over,” . ; 
‘*Toanks for your very flatteriog opinion,” 
laughed the girl; “but as.for capruriog Mr, 
Gregor Thorpe's heart, I am sure it is « tbe 


They don't understand it, | repeat, and that ia 
the reason that their beauty fails to attract, and 
men drift past them to bs entangled at last heart 
aud soul by one who has nota particla of Leauty 
to recommend ber, Beauty attracts the eye, but 
is takes eubtle sympathy and sweetness in a 
young girl to attract the magnet of the heart,” 

“ZT am so sick of your curtala lectures,” cried 
the girl, croasiy. “A bail-room {s no place for 

a. Do ceases until weare home.” 

“If you would only profit by what I tell 
you, Eaid,’’ aighed the other, “ you would have 
been married long ago.” 

“Tam not worrying over it,” declared the 
gicl. 

"But I am,” was the retort. “You have 
been in society three seasons now, and you 
have no lover yet, and every girl In your seb 
married two years ago.” 

There was no opportanity for further dia- 
cussion, for ati that moment Gregor approached, 
He chatted most pleasantly for a few moments, 
then courteously took leave of the ladles, 

Tae girl's face flushed with annoyance as she 
mes the angry eyes of her companion 

** He did not invite you to dance ?” remarked 
the lady tersely, 

"Can I help it because he did not ;" retorted 
the girl ‘I could not do the asking, could 1? 
That was his place.” 

‘He was uot Interested in you, His eyes 
constantly wandered over the room while he was 
talking with you.” 

* Lecan's help that, elther,” declared the girl in 
apything but an amiable tone, 

As this moment a very stout gentleman came 
acd claimed them, and they moved away. 

When they were quite out of hearing, Paula 
laughed immoderately, 

‘What amuses you so vastly, my dear!” sald 
Mr. Bartov, lookiog down into the lovely face 
so convalsed wish micth, ‘* Waat pleases you, 
Mignca t” 

**J am laughing at the very odd people banded 
here to-night,” she said, and her mirth increased 
as shé/eaw the look of blank bewilderment owhis 
face. ‘All the young girls look as if they came 
here t-fishiog ! ’ she isughed. 

“What a very droll expression!” said the 
banker, quite at a loss to Interpret her words, 
“ Fishermaids and ball-room belles have little fn 
common, I should say. But loeb me ask you, my 
dear,” he continued, "why do you refuse all of 
the epportuntti-e to dance which have presented 
thenissives} You have refused the most eligible 
young men in the ball-room.” 

‘ { do nod feel ke dancing just yet,” replied 
Pauls. evasively. 

'* You are fortunate if they ever ask you again,” 
he declared, 

Ao that moment Gregor Thorpe, in his tour of 
the room, saw them, and came hastily to Paula's 


8, 
He saluted the old banker and Miss Dawes, 
then turned eagerly to the lovely girl by her 


e, 
“The band has just struck up a waliz,” he 
atid. “Wil you dance with mei” 

‘Sue looked up into hia haudsome, eager face 
abd ¢miled, laying ber white-kidded litils hand 
of hile arm, and the next moment they were 
whirling down othe ball-room together to the mad, 
sweet music of ' My Queen,” ! 

Taere were many beautiful girls present ; but 
none was so lovely a8 Paula, and she was quite 
conscious of the fact. 

‘Tne frosty white tulle dress she wore fitted her 
slender form to perfection, and the fair, white, 
fitca neck that roee like a marble column from it 
supported the most regal of heads with its wealth 
of Care curls, 

' biue eyvs sparkled like diamonds, and her 





impossibilicies. Ic would be quite as easy vo 
Imagiue the Sphiox falliog in love, I teil you 
his beart is iavalnerable” 

“Nonsense. Toe heart of every man warms 
when he beholds a beautiful young girl” deelared 
the other impatiently. “ Not ove girldu a thou- 
eand understands how to touch thesy mpstheticuida 
of a man’s nature—that is, the tender, golden 
thread that draws a man’s heart towards them, 





heexe and lips were glowing like the heart of a 
great red rose She was the very poetry of motion 
from thé crown of her head to the toe of her 
detaty, white-slippered foot, 

‘Tae sweet, witching, madness of the lights and 
the music, the beating of her heart eo near his 


own, the golden tove locks which every now and: 


thea crushed his cheeks, and the eubtle perfume 
of ths white réeés she wore, quite intoxlcated 


“Tale ig the happiest moment of my Iife, 
Mise Barton!” he murmured, almost brokenly, 

He had completely forgotten in that moment 
the very existence of poor Mildred, who at thai 
fostant was watching the ellent pitying atare with 
his name on her lips. 

The girl’s heart beat with pleasure as she heard 
those low-whispered, tremulous words, 

“There is one thing which will make this waltz 
of ours memorable to me," she answered ; “ this 
is my firet-ba!!, and—aud you are ny firsé portner, 
| I—I shall not scon forget.” 

“ How thankful I am that I happened to be so 
fortunate!” he sald, ‘*Surely it must have been 
mere luck on my part! I dare not hope that rou 
saved this—this pleasure for me?” he added 
questioningly. 

She did not anawer Kim, and he understood, 
His arm closed more tightly, more convulsively 
about her for one blissful moment, quite erushing 
ber tumultuously beating heart sgainst his own; 
but no one noticed this ia the swift rash of the 
whirling dancs, 

At last the music ceased—the waliz that bad 
meant se much to both of them was over at 


last. 

“Shall I take you back to Miss Dawes, or will 
you promensde through the coneervatory with 
me?” he murmured ; and, to bis great delight, 
the girl consented, 


CHAPTER XXtI. 


Wira that white-kidded little hand resting 
lightiy on hie trembling arm, they passed from 
the lighted ball-room to the col, green conserva- 
tory, heavy with the warm, odorous breath of the 
roses, 

Gregor found a seat for his companion by the 
rippling fountata, and quietly seated himseif by 
her aide, 

What is there abont the cool, dim fragrance of 
such scenes that seems to draw the hearts of 
lovers nearer each other ? 

** Your firat ball,” he murmured, “and yow 
first waltz! How thankfal I ought to be that 
you selected me to, be your first partner! Why 
was it, I wonder f” 

She glanced up at him shyly, archly, and the 
gn that met her own caused her to sudden'y 

rop her eyes. 

** Perhaps you were the firet to present your- 
self,’ she answered ; bat he shook his head, 

“In crossiog the ball-room_ to come to you, I 
overheard no less than four young gentlemen 
ruefully telifog their friends they had met with 
an fgnominious refazal at your hands, Teil me; 
be added, imperiousiy—" you must tell me, 
Mignon—was I the favoured ove!” 

“ You have no right to ask such a. question, Mr. 
Thorpe,” she answered, proudly. 

“ Yes, I have,” he answered, huskfly ; “ for my 
fature life lies in the balance ; and so I ask it 
pagaia: Did you prefer mo to all the rest fo: 

that first dance?” 

There was uo anewer. She turned ber head 
from him, and -he could hear plainly the Joid 
beating of her heart, 

He bent nearer her, and caught the trembling 
little hand lying so idly in her lap. 

“' Mies Barton—Mignon, wil! you answer me }” 
he whispered, tremulously. ‘ [sib so hard to 
acknowledge what your own heart tells you to bs 
the truth #” ; 

She tried to draw her hand from him, but he 
held i: clasped the tighter. 

“I shall not let you go until you bave 
answered me,” he whispered. “' Ob, on, te:l 
me: Dare I hope that the same subtle feeliog 
took posseseion of your heart that captured miov 
the first moment we met? Did you look fntv 
my face, and say to yourself that you had met 
your fate—the only one on earth whom you could 
love, as I did when I saw you !”’ 

She shrank back from him. The grest, passion 
ate love che had evoked the second ttme they had 
ever met duite bewildered her, The fire of thove 
dark brown eyes looking so eagerly Into her ow 
seemed to scorch her very soul, . 

“Leb me try to tell you the truth, Migno», 





he sald, ‘'I love you—love you so madiy that 
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life would not be worth living to me without you ! 
When « heart meets a heart that Heaven has in- 
tended for fte mate, love spricgs full-blown in an 
fostant of time. Tam msd tofove you so, All 
inst night I could nob sleep or rest thinking of 

ou, 1—L counted the hours wotil [ saw you 
mes T did not mean to tell you yet, but I could 
not atay the words on my lips, Oh, Mignon! are 
you very angry with me for daring to tell you 


And before she could answer him, he had closed 
his arms tightly about her, and was straining 
her to his heart, kissing the beautifal golden 
curls, the lovely white face, and the rose red lips 
despite her struggles; and the sweet passion 
maddened him, 

The intensity of his love frightened Paula, and 
yet it was glorious to be worshipped in this idola- 
trous fashion by this handsome young lover. 
Women always like to be loved after this fashion. 
Ghe did care for him more than any one whom 
she had ever met. 

She did not rebuke him when he clasped her 
in bis arms, Her beautifal head drooped uxitil 
it rested on his shoulder. The perfume of the 
Sowers eeemed to rise and enfold them ; ths faint, 
sweet music from the ball-room was like the 
faireai echo of love, 

In that hour of supreme bliss, Gregor Thorpe 
had completely. forgotten Mildred. He never 
once remembered that he had plighted his faith 
already—that every word he utteted was a breach 
of his vows never occurred to him, He remem- 
bered nothing but his great, passionate love for 
the girl whom he held clasped in his arms. 
Tae chances are that it he had thought of Mildred 
it would have been with a keen sense of regret, 
He was lost in that most witching of all hours— 
the one in which he woke first to the full charm 
of “love's young dream.” 

Saddenly she struggled ont of his arms. 

“The band bas ceased playing; we muet go 
back to the ball-room,” she declared: ‘* Miss 
Dawes will be looking for me.” 

“You have not given me the opportunity of 
gaying one-half that I have to say to you, Mig- 
non,” he w , reproachfally. 

“Then come to the house to-morrow and tell 
me the rest,” phe replied, archly.- ‘* Ah!” she 
went on {n the same breath, '‘ did I not tell you 
wethould bemfseeti? There'are my grandfather 
and Miss Dawes coming-in: search of us,” : 

He had only time to murmur, — 

'' You are eo to me;(Mignon dear. Yea, I 
will be there, ‘I would come to you if my very 
Lfspaid the forfeir.” 

They had both risen quickly. He drew her 
lotle trembling hand within his arm: and they 
stood together by the fountain, spparently ab- 
sorbed ia watching the water drip from a marble 
Piora's. dainty fiogers, and talking on the’ most 
commonplace subjects, as Miss Dawes and the 
banker drew near. 

It was the happiest evening Paula ever spent. 

Gregor Thorpe accompanied them to thelr 
carriage, aud his face was the last she caw as she 

a from the tae scene. 

“Haye you enjoyed yourself?” asked the 
banker, eottling wearily back among the velvet 


cushions, 


“Te bas bean the happlest event of my life,” | 


she answered, dreamily. 

“Ib jvm grand thing to be young, and to ba 
able to egjoy'such things,” he with a 
smile, “Youth wants gaieby, noise and bustle, 
confuslou—aaything for excitement. Age fs 
happy {fn avoiding all that.” : 

‘I think,” said Miss Dawes, laughingly, “a 
certsin young gentleman helped to make it very 
pleasant for Miss Mignon.” 

», Joere wete so many,” remarked Mignon, 
I do not know which one you mean.” 

“Mr. Thorpe,” responded Miss Dawes. 

‘Oa l” sald Mignon, with a little forced 

ugh, 

“Daat 'ohd? wag non-committal,” commented 
the baoker,\with a hearty laugh, ; 

‘Tcease domta ue me about i 
the gid, not be able to treat him right 


"ae he ever calls,” 
“Toat ts like the speech of an eighteen: 
o.d gicl,” sald the banker, ¥ 








year- } 
“When you get to 


be years older you will not ba troubled with 
those qualms of bashfulaess, However, ib is 
very pretty now, and very proper, and [ duly 
admire it. The subject of Mr. Tuorpe’s agree. 
able manners, and his apparent admiration for 
our Miguon, shall be tabooed aubjects from this 
time on.” * 

“If you please,” murmured the girl. 

Early the next morning, when Paula opened 
her eyes, she saw a bouquet of great white roses 
on @ little gilded tollet-stand close beside her 
couch. 

* Where did those come from, Nancy?” she 
asked of her maid. 

* A boy brought them less than half an hour 
ago, miss,"’ said. the maid; “and the name on 
MS card att 


“Ohl” said Paula, egsia burying her blush- 
ing face in the lace pillow. 
She would never have dreamed that Gregor 
written a letter-—iate as ib was when 
lie retay home—to a leading florist, inclosing 
bit card, and requesting a bouquet of the rarest 
‘roses'to be sent to her address the following morn- 
ing very early. And only after he had ordered | 
them, thought occurred to him, how strange 
that he did not think to have one sent to poor 
Mildred too! He thought of her now for the 
first tine since he bad parted from her a‘ the 
gate, and his heart gave a throb of pain, 
~ He stood quite motionless {In the street, the 
fall horror of what he was doing, of his unen- 
viable position, suddenly sweeping over him. He 
had made dezperate love to one young girl, and 
he the betrothed husband of another! The 
veins atood out on his forehead like whipcords ; 
his breath came thick and fast; he clinched his 
strovg white hands, . 

“T think I must indeed have been mad—yes, 
mad!” he cried out, hoarsely, to hineelf, 
“This is what I shall do ; marry poor. Mildred, 
and go far away from here—so far that there 
will never be the remotest pozsibillty of my ever 
locking upon Mignon Parton’s fatally beautifal 
face again. If 1 had never met her, I would 
have made poor Mildred a better husband.” 

He had promised to call upon the heiress the 
next afternoon. Should he go or not? was the 
question that tronblei him ‘greatly. Aud, if he 
were to go, how should be greet the girl whose 
lips he had just kiesed so passionately as he 
clasped her mediy fo his arms, whispering, as he 
strained her to his heart, that he loved her better 
than his life! Great Heaven! in that moment 
he had forgotten Mildred! Should he keep bis 
appointment or write the whole story to Migaon 
Barton, imploring her forgiveness for his mad- 
ness? That would mean her eternal loathing, 
her hatred, and it seemed to him death would be 
easier to bear than the knowledge that Mignon 


d him, re, ny, 
} te made grand resolutions that night, Bat 
he was only mortal ; when afternoon came he 
was wending his way to Mr, Barton's mansion. 
Ha had only one moment to wait in the draw- 
ing-room ere Mignon appeared. One glance at 
her lovely face, aud bis good resolations flew. to 
the winds. He sprang forward with the glad 


“Mignon, my beautiful love—my darling |" 
clasping her in bis arms a: though he should 
never let her go again, and covering her face with 
pagelonate kisses, 

CHAPTER. XXIlL. 
Grecor Torre could never wholly acccunt 


‘for the fmpulse which prouipted him to betray 
his great love for the piel then and there by 


taking her, sudden! without warning, fo his 
tee to hfs heart, aod toy to 
klas face, which was so near his 





ed: to them is ‘Mr, Gregor ; 
Vand emiling down into the lovely, frightened 
face. 


“Mr, Thorpe—Mignon! what does this scone 
mean? I demand to know the meaning of this |” 
sald Mr. Barton, standing on the threshold, 
white with {ll-euppressed rage, and looking from 
ths one to the other, 

The girl had epruvg out of her lover's arms, 
trembling like an aspen leaf, her great blue eyes 
fixed in wide affright upon the old banker’s face, 
but shrinking close to her lover's side, ber hands 
clasped convulsively together 

* Grandfatber, I-—I will tell you,” she began, 
falteringly, ‘*‘I1—~” 

“ Hush!’’ he cut in, sharply and harshly, “I 
will talk to you later on this subject. Go at 
onge to your boudoir and remain there until I 
come to you.” 

| Leave all to me,” eaid Gregor, reassuringly, 


(2 She turned and slowly quitted the room, aud 
Gregor never forgot the look of uuutterable 
terror in ber eyes. 

The old banker closed the door carefully after 
her, then turned wrathfully to the young man. 

Tp was the most trying moment of Gregor 
, Thorpe's life. 

"To make love to a bewltching girl in an idle 
moment was one thing, and to face an angry man 
of the world in consequence of ft was quite 
another, 

“Taere seemed to him bub one path open te 

m, and Fate, as id ever afterwards seemed to 
him, forced him into it. 

“Now, Mr, Thorpe, thundered the old banker, 
with flashing eyes, “I ask you sgaiu, for the 
third time, what does this mean !’ 

“Jast what you might have very naturally ia- 
ferred, sir,” answered Gregor. ‘I love your 
granddaughter, Miss Mignon Barton.’ 

“You know the rule in such Instances,” de- 
clared the old bauker, angrily. “ Why did you 
not come to me, as am honourdb‘e man should, 
aud acquaint me with the state of your feelings 
and intentions, for of course I may reasonably 
suppose your intentions are certainly serious after 
what I have just bebeld ¢” —this interrogatively. 

With those harsh, unyleldiag eyes bent upon 
him, what elze could he do than bow asseut ? 
For the firet time fo his life he grew so confused 
ab the predicament in whieh ho found himself 
that he completely lost biz head., In that 
moment, with his thoughts in a whirl, he forgot 
the vows which bound him to «another, and, 
realising that the banker was standing. there, 
aternly, impatiently awaiting ule answer, he re- 
plied, huskily,— 

"You ‘are right ia your surmise, alr. I love 
your beautiful Mignon with.all my heart, and if 
you will consent to let me make ‘her my wife, I 
will be the happiest man the whole world holds, 
I know I should have come to you first, sir ; but 
{n an impulsive moment I betrayed my love,to 
Mise Mignon, and I cannot picture to you my joy 
upon learning that she forme. You cannot 
wonder, sir, that my delight at this grest die- 
covery made me forget myzelf so far as to clasp 
her in my arms and kiss her.” 

“Which was all very wrong, sir—very wrong |” 
declared the banker, bringing bis cane down 
heavily on the floor. But for all that he could 
well make excuses In his heart for the lovers. 

His mind went back to those hazy days when 
he was young ; of the prétty rustic maiden who 
bad been his star of hope ; of the stolan meetings 
that were so sweet ; of being rudely parted from 
his weeping sweetheart by, stern parents, and hic 
determination that no bolts and bars should keep 
her whom he loved éo well from him; of the 
ifttle cecret note he toased tp to her window, and 
of the elopement which followed. Al! this was 
years sgo, and for more than forty yeare the 
grass “had been growing over his Dorothy’s 
grave. 

A lomp rose In hfs throat as memory turned 
backward, traversing thoze almost forgotten paths 
of the dim past. 

Ah, no! no one should éver be bard upon 
lovers, or break in rudely on. thelr hours a0 
sweet! ' 

‘The old banker remembered how ib had been 
with himself when he was young, He put out 





hie hand and took Gregor’s, 
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THE HOOR THEY SPENT TOGETHER AMID THE ROSE-BLOOMS SEEMED TO GREGOR A PERFECT DREAM, 


** You ask me for the greatest treasure J have 
on earth to give; but I know full well the trues 
worth of the man who asks it. I may go etill 
further and say: I would rather see her your 
wife, Gregor Thorpe, if you are sure you really 
love each other, than the wife of any young man 
known to me,” 

“You are more than kind, sir,” returned 
Gregor, enthusiastically, “and I thank you from 
the bottom of my heart. May I believe, air, that 
your words imply that I msy woo and win Misa 
Mignon, if I can?” 

“T shall not object,” returned the banker. 

** May I see Miss Mignon, if bat for a moment, 
to tell her that you would approve of a betrothal 
between us?” 

“No, You can step Into the library and put 
all you have to say ® note,” returned Mr. 
Barton, ‘* And, if you like, you shall come to- 
morrow and take luncheon with us.” 

“You are more kind than I dared hope for, 
slr,” eald Gregor, “I will gladly avail myself of 
your perraission,” 

A few moments later Gregor was in the street, 
hurrying back to his hotel. 

A sharp walk in the open air seemed to clear 
his brain a ttle ; then suddenly, like a flash, the 
memory of Mildred and his true position came 
over him, and the thought almost took his 
breath away. 

“ Great Heaven | am I mad or dreaming ?” he 
cried, stopping quite short, and passing his hand 
over his forehead in a dazed way, “Great 
Heaven | what have I done? ” 

At that moment who should he see but the 
very object of his thoughts, poor Mildred, walking 
briekly down thestreet towards him. His beart 
smote him when he saw how her face brightened 
when she saw him. 

She smiled up into his face with the beautifal 
trustfalness of a child. 

“*T am so pleased to see you, Gregor,” she said, 
flushing eagerly, ‘It was so thoughtful of you 
to come to meet me,” 

His volee choked—he could make no auswer, 





AP ETRERTC A 


“I thought somehow that you would come to | that I care more and more for you as time roll» 


meet me and we would walk home together,” 
she went on, lightly. ‘Why, how distrait you 
are, Gregor! Has anything bappened to—to 
trouble you!” This with tender, wistful soll- 
cltude. 

“T will talk to you when we reach Mrs, Morris's, 
Mildred,” he said, hoarsely, 

They walked on in allence, ehe watching him 
intently, and he with averted face. 

He was wondering how he should tell her 
that which he felt she should know—she must 
know. 

But how would she receive the story he had to 
tell her ? 

** Come out into the grcunds and smoke your 
cigar ; it is pleasanter in the rose-garden than in 
the sitting-room, I have often heard you say, 
and while you are meditating amid the cloude of 
smoke, J will get a dainty little repast for you 
and me—hot tea, biscuits, and golden butter, 
honey, and some wonderfully fine strawberries 
with thick cream, I picked the berries myself 
this morning.” 

*'No, no,” sald Gregor, hoarsely, as he threw 
himself down on a garden bench, “I cannot eat; 
ait down and talk to me, Mildred.” 

But she flew away-from his detaining hand 
with a merry little laugh. 

He shuddered as he thought how soon that 
laughter would be turned to tears. 

He watched her with troubled eyes as she 
fitted about among the green leaves like a little 
brown Innet, 

She called to him when all was ready to come 
and sit under the shade of the apple-trees. 

He rose mechanically and took the seat she 
placed for him. 

“Ib fs so sweet to have you come and take 
luncheon with us in this romantic fashion,” she 
said, smiling. ‘Oh, I love so much to have you 
here—{t is so home-like. I wonder if life will 
always be aa beautiful to us as it is on this lovely 
summer day? I will always try to prove to you 








on, Gregor.” 

Again he tried to speak, but the words died om 
his lips, making no sound, 

How dearly she-loved him! Love shone Io 
her dark eyes, in her smile, in the trembling of 
her little hande as they brushed his—in 
even the tenderness of her low sweet volce when- 
ever she spoke to him. Ah, Heaven ! how terrible 
it would be\to speak the words that were to slay 
her | 

“T do not seem sble to charm away your 
gloomy thoughts,” she said, coming over to his 
side and laying her little brown hand on his arm. 
“Oh, Gregor,” she added, softly, “if I could I 
would almost give my life to see you smiling and 
happy—if that were the price.” 

“Do you love me so much, Mildred?” he 
groaned, : 

"Yes, so much,” she answered, laying her 
cheek against his hand. “Ob, you cannot think 
how grateful I am to God and the angels for 
giving me the one boon I craved moet on earth— 
your love, Gregor !” 

He bowed his head on his hands and groaned 
aloud, 

How could he tell her what he had come to 
say? Man-like, he shrank from inflicting pain 
on this fair yourg girl who loved him so, : 

**] will come to-morrow and tell her,” be said 


himself, 

He would give her a few brief hours more of 
ppiness ere the sword fell which would slay a! 
happiness in this world for her. 


(Zo be continued.) 
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A oxvs exists in Vienna, peng a - on vanes 
are pledged to marry a poor girl. yy chance 
or ign, & member marries a rich girl, he is 
fined £400, which sum fe bestowed on some 
respectable but impecunious couple engaged to 
be married. 
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CHAPTER XLI.—(continued.) 


" You know I am not with the regiment now, 
80 we need not come acroes the colonel and your 
aster (fvener than you wished,” the Mejor per- 
severes, hoping that he has hit upon her reason 
for refusal, 


“Tt is not that, I have promised to 
Ronald May, and I will, I won't at 
you thas J am marrying him for love, but I 


like him very well, and the love will come after- 
wards,” 


" Perhaps.” 

" At any rate, we will hope so, 

“Is he very fond of you?” 

“I—I don's know,” she stammers cut fn some 
confusion, 

“That was @ senseless question cf mine. Of 
course he is. Who could help iti” declares 
the Major, gallantly, helping her out of the 
difficulty In which his indisereet curiosity has 
placed her, 

Aud soon after he takes his leave, more con- 
vinced than ever of her unhappiness, but equally 
aware, from what she has confessed, that all idea 
of helping her would be vain, 

Ty goes over to the table when she is alone 
and, brusblog away the allver-monogramed 
paper and envelopes impatiently, contemptuous 
of their creamy texture and general Ccisplay, 
begins writing w letter for the English mall, 

It is to Mrs, Holmes, telling her of this mar- 
rlage which has been arranged; and uncon- 
sclously she opene more of her heart than she 
knows as she writes to the kindly-natured woman 
who has been so good to her before. If she had 
a 0 any proffered hospitality at all 1» would 
ol been hers; for there, far away from any- 

& that could remind her cf what has 
happened, she might eventually have entirely 
orgotten, if f 8 ever comes to such » 


” 


one a ehe, How true it is that Paradise woyld 


~ 


‘- 


or e > my 





""]-—I WAS NEARLY DONE FOR!” FALTERS OUT BLYTHE, AND THEN 


be an impossfbillty but for its river Lethe 
rapning through | : 

Then who knows, by-and-by, after many, many 
years, she might have rewarded John Holmes's 
constancy (which she takes for granted) and 
become his wife. Biting a long quill pen that 
serves to hide an irrepressible smile at the 
pleture she conjares up, she sees herself in fancy 
one amongst a borde of aldermanic swells, and 
wonders a little ruefully whether she ever could 
reconcile herself to the flavour of turtle soup, a 
luxury that she supposes indissoluble from civic 
dignity. Who knows, too, in time one of her 
sons might even rise to the highest pinnacle of 
all, even to the rank and ermine robes of London’s 
great Lord Mayor, 

This gorgeous prospect she greets with an 
irreverent laugh that grows into a succession of 
little silvery peals, during which the quilt drops, 
and moving to pick it up she encounters Colonel 
Chester’s curious g:ze. He has been standing 
there some moments unobserved. 

“You seem amused,” throwing himself in a 
chair, and pushing back the moustaches from 
his mouth. 

“Was I1” all risibility dying away at once 
as she encounters his mocking eyes, 

**You were. May I ask the cause?” 

‘Te concerned myself alone, Ido not think 
you would be interested,” 

"There you do me an injustice, but let it 
paca, Is it customary for young ladies to write 
the invitations to thelr own weddings!” taking 
up an envelope and balancing it on his finger 
and thumb, 

“T dare say not. Iam not so happily situated 
as moat girls, Ihave no father, no movher, and 
Eve cannot do It all.” 

He does not auswer for a moment. His 
thoughts are evidently wandering, yet when he 
epeaks it is in comment on her words. 

‘It was very terrible, your father’s death. 
For my own pert I have no doubt as to its 
pre-intent. was a gambler myee!f when 
young, and know well the pitfalls that I had 














SWOONS AWAY. 






the good fortune, or call it strength of mind, to 
escape.” 
She starevat him io surprise. Auy reference 
to his former life is so unusual from his lips ; and 
why should he confide follies past or present to 
her ear ? 

“And your mother?” he goes on In unemo- 
tional voice, which she only divines to be meant 
as a question from the expressive pause, 

“She died when I was a baby. Eve musi have 
told you that,” 

“My wife and I are not a very discursive 
couple, I don’t suppose she even knows whether 
my mother Is living etill.” 

“And Ilashe? You never mention ber!” 

“Whyshould1? Every man has a skeleton im 
his closet, and I have more than one!” he 
mutters, almost Inaudibly. 

Berry looks at himinamazsment, What is he 
going to tell her now ? 

Is {0 s veritable case of Blue Beard sfter all ? 
And will he want to show her the corpses of his 
several murdered wives } 

His next words, terrible as they are, tend to 
reassure her. Reality is always less awful than 
what our imagination can Invent, 

“ My mother is Ina lunatic asylum, She loat 
her reason giving birth to me, They say she fs 
dangerously mad, but I have never looked upon 
her face!” 

Berry suppresses a ecream. Her nerves are 
utterly unstrung And It {2 horrible to hear him 
talk in this unimpassioned way of a misfortune 
which might be fitly veiled from ali the world. 

She does n0t notice how his eyes deepen and 
dilate, nor does she know thathe ie trembling: 
from head to foot like one selzed suddenly by 


e. 

ei I suppose you will think me cowardly ; and 
it does seem eo, 1 admit. Some are natarall 
courageous, but lam not! I have paced up an 
down before those dreadful walls like the veriest 
craven, longing for, yet fearing to hear each 
meaningless laugh or despairing cry that floated 
through the air! I have always thought each 
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volce was hers, and would have given anythtug 
to have dared to have taken her away and hidden 
her from those prying, pitiless eyes. You despise 
me, of course! You areso brave! But I—I 
had always a horrible fear of madaess fo any 
shape or form |" 

She has covered her face with ber bands as 
though to shut outa real sight that could only be 
gazed upon with pain, Then, as he ceases, she 
looks up pale and scared. 

“No, [don’t suppose ft ie hereditary! You 
need not besfraid | Iam quite eane yet, although 
I have bad enough to drive me mad!” he ob- 
serves, with a ehort laugh. 

“t was woudering why you told all this to 
me.’ 

“IT must have been in the humour, I suppore, 
end one must speak oat one’s troubles some 
times!” 

**Tell them to Eve!” pleads Barry, earnestly, 
ieaning forward to enforce what she has sald, 

‘*Pahaw | It woul@ frighten her into fite! ” 

He gets up and moves a step or two away, and 
has his back to her, so that she cannot see his 
face. When he turns, his expresion is as in- 
ecrutable as ever. 

*Toank you for letting me talk alittle! Ib 
has done mo good, And now about yourself?” 

She fidgete uneasily in her seat, and resumes 
her pou, straightening her letter paper as though 
intendlag to go on with her writing, 

“] would rather not speak of that i” 

: [I suppose you won't beliave that I wish you 
well?” : 

He fe looking before him with a slightly 
mournful air as though somehow his actions had 
been misconstrued. And indignant, as she has 
good cause to be, with him, Berry cannot help 
feellog sorry for the agony he has betrayed to 
her for the first time. 

At least he is nod devold of human feelng, 
as she has always thought he was before; aud 
who knows what fatal influence the gloomy inct- 
dent of his childhood may have cast upon his 
later life. 

To Ia difficult to belleva it in face of facts 1” 

ehe stammers out, # little ashamed of her own 
leniency. 
2 She has so often wished for an opportunity to 
tell him what she thipks of ali that he has done ; 
and pow, when they are alone, and he has almost 
invited her condemnation, words fail her, and 
she is nearly mute. 

The aword.isinher hand, and her enemy half 
disarmed, yet, she cannot strike, , 

*‘ Yet itis trae! 1 should like you to credit ft 
if you can!” he says, with something akin to 
humility in his tene. 

Taen, asehe, in her bewilderment, fa silent, 
he suddenly walks hastily away oub of the room 
and of the houre, as though an avenging spirit 
were at his heels. 

When she sees him again, and looks anxiously 
into his face, half hoping for a reprieve, even ab 
this late hour, there is. no response, nob even a 
sign of the agitation and relenting he had shown 
for that one short space of time, the only recorded 
weakness of his life, 





CHAPTER XLII. 


Tae “Pinks” muster ia greah force some 
few days before that on which the wedding has 
been fixed. 

Everyone who can by any means obtain leave 
from their duties in the plains has taken it ; even 
Mejor Payne relinquishes the command at his 
wite’s request, and brings her up on this occa- 
elon. It is too good an opportunity to be missed 
of . wearing her newest caps and costumes, even 
though ths doctor’s wife should queen it in her 
stead while she is ab:ent. 

Mrs. Sowerby comes up, of course, full of her 
own grievances as usual, and making compart- 
eons that are ous between her own lot and 
that of more fortunate friends, . 

Her husband has been left in charge of the 
regiment and hls own five childrenthe latter 
maybe proving the. ntore arduous occupation, 
itis not, however, certain that he does not pre- 
fer even that, as by remaining behind he escapes 





the ceaseless castigations of his wife’s embittered 
tongue. 

She always waxes more discontented during 
festivities like these, when her own poverty seems 
more glaring than ever by contrast with the dis- 
play of wealth around, She kisses Berry affec- 
tlonately and congratulates her warmly. 

"Some people have such luck. I thought 
when you refused Mr, Bl you would be sure 
to repent; but, after you have not done so 
badly. Mr. is quite well off, I hear, now, 
but,” regretfully, ‘* you have missed the title you 
know. That would have been euch a temptation 
to me,” 

Borry laugh: at the little woman's weak- 
, which ‘fa ‘too honesh to be utterly 
contemptible. nie 

“Ronald is second cousin to a baronet with 
five or six nephews and sone, A railway acci- 
dent might eweep them all off.” 

“Ab! to be sure,” is the cheerfy) reply. 
“If I were heir to anything I would pyt my 
money in railways. There is nothing like * 

" Nothing,” asserts , wishing that & few 
of her acquaintances an nections would 
come to an end in some such én way. 

ze At any rate, anyone fe better than Captain 


iW, 

Berry blushes like a crimson rose at the-un- 
expected mention of his name. 

“That would have been a terrible mésalliance.” 

*' Terrible |” échoes the girl, laconically ; and 
thinke how gladly, neve she would have 
become his wife even if he had been poorer than 
he le—if only he had been true. 

Mrs, Payne’s delight fs, however, with; 
alloy, She seems to this wedding « spécial 
interposition of Providence in her behalf, and ts 
correspondingly grateful for the same. 

**To is always wise to have two or three stylish 
dresses laid by. They sre sure to come in,” she 
observes complacently, hovering around her port- 
manteau like a great boney-bee, and extracting 
wonderfal sweetness from the copious contents. 

The adjatant comes up, too, more melancholy 
than ever, and more addicted to the pleasing of 
the great ones in the land. 

India is @ notorious nursery-garden for taft- 
hunting, and nowhere are rank and wealth held 
at such a high premium. 

His wife walks him about triamphanily, and 
doee not disdain his assistance in disseminating 
the scandal that is afloat, They have bought a 
handsome preeent for Berry, but delay the giving 
of it. Putting thelr heads together they have. 
decided that there being " many a slip ‘tween the 
cup and the lip,” it is better to hold back. 

‘tT have been watching them closely, and 
somehow I am nob.at all sure that it will.come 
off even now!” observes Mra, Lee-Brooke, 
shrewdly ; “and it is no good giving presents for 
we: i is her husband unbestitating! 

nd to th iy y agrees, 
It is, no doubt, good policy to make friends with 
the mammon of ghteousness, but it ts also 
well to be aseured that he will eventually be in 
a position to return your courtesy. | 

But all, however, are not so cautious, and the 
wedding gifts come pouring in until Berry fs 
quite tired of opening parcels and unpacking 
boxes—the fnterest that generally a girl takes in 
everything connected with the coming event 
being naturally lessened in her case by the fact 
that she does not love the man she fs marrying, 
nor look with any hopefulness to the life before 


er, 

Captain Burdett comes himaslf to see her one 
day with a suspicions-looking packet under his 
arm, but his congratulations are not so fulsome 
as the rest. He, like Major Lennox, disspproves 
of this engagement which has taken them so by 
surprise, and comments upon It to hintself {n no 
measured terms, He had been present at the 
dinner party when Colonel Coester had proposed 
his stster-In-law’s health, and had drawn his own 
conclusions from the attitudes of all concerned 
on that occasion. 

Judging by an experlence more varied than to 
be desired, makes no doubt but that this 
marriage is arranged as s mask for future firtn- 
tion or to cover an indiscretion of the past, Hie 





gooa opinfon of Mrs, Chester has been much 


modified of late, and he had never thought highly 
of Ronald May. « 

“Unstable as water, and don’t even want io 
excel. Just the sori of fellow to do all ths 
mischief In the world, Women are so fond of 
pinning their faith on a weathercock. They don’, 
know how to appreciate a straightforward, hones: 


man, 

And if this latter description points self ward, 
the egotism fs unconscious, and not the outcomes 
of » morbid sense of belng misunderstood, H, 
has no craving after po ty, aud, thersfore, 
feels no disappointment at his non-euccess with 
the world at large. 

To Berry he says, with an accent of regret,— 

“ And so ft fs absolutely settled 1” 

“Yes, Itis to be next week.” 

“Tall it a thundering shame! . You are too 
ae for any man alive, except, perhaps, myself!” 

nishing his sentence with a half laugh. 

“Bat you were not available, I suppose ?” 

“ Pray, may I ask why not!” 

"Do you mean to {nfer that. you wovld have 
married ms notwithstanding my fault of sex)” 
she retorts, darting an arch glance into his 
pleasantly ugly face, 

2 only, to break your independent spirlt— 
yes 

“Stilt, you won't bear malice, You will come 
and see it all, I have not so many friends that | 
can afford to miss one ab.auch 6 time as this.” 

*T will come ff you wish, though auch thing: 
are. not much in my line, At those marriages 
where I have been unavoldably present I have 

so more irresistibly reminded of a heathen 

erifice than conscious of the celebration cf a 
Christian festivity !°’ 

Soe winces and is sllent, 

** Don't be drawn into anything agalast your 
will, Berry. Take my advice, and we will ail 
back you up through thick and thin, You are a 
child of the régiment, you know, and we are al! 
responsible for you ina way. It is better even 
to retreat at the eleventh hour than be miserable 


cy fe to do either?” she asks 
‘*Is ip necessary ° er?” a , con- 
straiuedly,.a pained look s over. her face. 


“IT hope not. You must not be offended at 
my speaking so without my book, I did not 
know whether you had well considered; the s‘op 
you were about to take. It Is not my mdtier to 
adviee. I am mere given to act the pard of 
Telemachus than Mentor, but I thought I ought 
to speak now avian old friend.’ « i 

‘' A dear.old idend. |.” says the girl, gratefully; 
and then, as she sees him turning over the parcel 
he still holds awkwardly from one hand to 
another, apparently at a loss how to dispose of 
it, she adda, smiling,— : ai 

“Ju iv w present for me? :Mayn't I seo!” 
reaching out her hand, 

“Of course you may,” giving ib up at once 
with an air of relief. “Isn't it very true that, 
if It is more blessed to give than receive, ft fs 
more embarrassing, too!” 

As she endeavours to undo the knots, which 
aré almost Gardisa in their-intricacy, he breaks 
in with a plece prong he has gens Oe oe 

, to put off as as posel e in- 
pom thanks which Fae ok 

“Have you heard of this terrible adventure 
* Nog what nib ft wai ing to bite an oi 

o5; Ww |S tae an 0d- 
of thread. 


stinate piece 
“They went oub together down the cart-road 


after a tiger, a day or two ago, and this morning 
the Dechek ws tiiey bad mob.and killed 
him, but ata fearfal Lam afraid. The 


natives lave it that one is dead or dying, and 
the other badly hart. But, of course, they 
exeggerate, and I don’t suppose for a momsut it 
is true,” ‘ " ; 


The parcel is opened now, aud Berry holds the 
contents, The gift 1a a costly one, and well- 
chosen, but she scaroely seen 11, or knows it is in 

“Do you know which it is’ they said ws 
dead?” she asks, with bated breath, jeaviog for- 
ward the better to catch the which secws 
s0.slow in coming. Her li ia sus 


ps ars 
and she looks wildly, almost déspafricg!y, 
into iis face. 


. 
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®t have startled you, I am afraid. I ought 
gob to bave repeated such miserable gossip with- 
oud firet a8 ining if it was correct,” answers 
Captaln Bardett, remorsefuily. 

He ia proverbially dente in matters of this 
sort, and bas no notion that Berry fe more moved 
vy bis intelligence than te natursl to her easily 
exdited sex, 

“Bab whieh?” 
almost ready to fall. 
“fy was Blythe, the new A.D.C., you know, 
Rather a good fellow, I believe, but terribly im- 

wish & sense of his own importance, as 
those fellows always. are, Why, what is the 
watter, Berry ?” 

She has eunk on to a chafr, and is laughing 
pyaterically, with the tears standing fn her eyes. 

“ Nothing ; Iam not very well, a little over- 
tired, and your news took me by surprise. Oh! 
I do bope that neither of them is seriously 
bart,’ s sudden feeling of compunction coming 
over her for the relief she had experienced at 
hearicg Mr. Biythe’e name mentioned as the Iu- 
jared one, and.not Jubn Carew's, 

"Ob! no, of Course not, These reports always 
dwindle down to nothing.” 

“J—I think I wil go and tell Eve,” sayz 
Berry. a04 escapes from the room, without even 
thanking Captain Burdett for the present he has 
vrought, ax omission which, {f that gentleman 
notices, he certainly Goes not resent. 

He le, perh>ps, a little surprised that she does 
acy return with Mra, Chester, but even that does 
not awake any @efinite suspicion of the truth. 
lt takes @ thief to catch a thief, and he has 
never been much vereed in woman’s ways. 

Later on in the day they recelve more authentic 
news, Mr, Blythe is reported to be serfously 
mauled, but Captain Carew ie uninjared, and 
returniag with his friend at once, 

It had heppened in this wise. 

Some natives, coming fate the station, had 
broaght word that a man-eater had been com- 
mitting great havoc fn a village come twenty or 
thirty ailles away, keeping the inhabitonts fn such 
a atats of deadly fear that all field work is prac’i- 
cally suspended, apd after duck no one dare 
venture out at 

One of the men happened to be a shikaree that 
Carew had ¢n26,or twice employed for the mark- 
ing of smaller game, and bis memory being atill 
gratefully green for backsheech of. the past, and 
in anticipation of more in the. fature, he goes 
first. to his ewp'oyer with the news. 

Carew acts eagerly on the loformation, and, 
fearful of being forestalled, packs up a port- 
manwad ab opes, and having secured coolles 
and laid a dak, fs ou the point of starting, 
when Spencer B'ythe walks up, He, tao, is 
in tavelling gear, and ls leading a smart hill 
pony. 

“Tem off, after this tiger!” ‘he says, golog 
into the eubjeeb at once, without avy preliminary 
greeting ; “and only just heard from s shikearee 
{ wai trying to engage that you were going too, 
We might as well join forces, don’t you think ?” 

Carew hesitates a’ moment. Blythe is no 
favourite of hig and he fs vexed at the in- 
trusitn, 

“Don’t want to shate the —eh 1” ake 
the new comer, Imperturbabl: ft. : 

; Tho fact {9 1” answers the other, honestly, 
‘Tam hipped, and out of sorts. I am pot 

bumour for companfonship. nor for taking even 
the ordinary precautions. . The tiger id just aa 
likely to kill mie as I bim! Iam gotog on foot, 
ané meant to-go alone, Frankly, I advise you 
aot to coma!” ; 

sath tel" confesses Mr. Blythe ; "I have 
written for yrs to* meet me, but if you 
think  dittle rlek would add gest to ihe sdven- 
‘ure, fom quite willing to go without them, I 

ve no moré reason to'set any store by my life 
than you—If as much!” = ea 

No! How's that! Has lady-killing become 

fan be punishable by law, and .are P svg fleeing 
tom justice, or is it one fatrer than e.rest has 
cas her Rerag es sex?” asks bre? Palys ry 

cor, ab w § 
take offsnea, eramkies Mi PUR, Sea 


she repeats, impatiently, 


“O? course If Row I'bA¥e been an strand fod ; \ | 


2 insufferable coxcomb,” he returns, . 





\; 


humotredly ; “ but retribution has come at last, 
and don’p taunt me, there's a good fellow! I 
fancy one blow has had the puntshing of us both, 
though you did not deserve it!” 

" You mean aa 3 

“YT mean this marriage is the very deuce, and I 
can’t stand by patiently, and see {t sll ff you can ! 
In any case I'm cff at once; it is for you to 
decide whether I go with you.” 

“You may come ff you like!” ungracfously, 

“Thanks! I’m not eure I would have taken 
a denial either, You want someone to look after 
you while in this reckless state; and, besides, I 
want to reinstate myself fn your good opinion. 
What an Idiot you must have thought me on 
board ship |” 

“That igall sges ago. Let it rest 1” 

“Tam nobt-going to revive it after this, 
was nob to my credit, 
may as well be off |” 

“Yes, if we want to reach the spot in time to 
get at the beast to-morrow.” 

'“Then here goes,” vaulting into his saddle, 
‘and to show we bear no malice we'll give the 
skin as a wedding present to Mies Cardell.” 

“If we get it,” answere Carew, smiling ; ‘and, 
won over at last by the other's irresistible good 
temper, he reaches out his hand. 

It is grasped heartily, and from that moment 
the two men are firm friends. 

They reach the village late that night, and, 
pitching their tent, retire to rest at once so as 
to be up by daybreak. 

The tiger's exact whereabouts seems uncertain ; 
he had been seen the day before, but the natives 
had been too scared to observe the way he had 
taken, and their tidings are consequently vague 
and dissimilar. However, hearing of a likely 
spot about a couple of miles away, they are off 
betimes, both feeling pleasantly excited at the 
prospect of the day’s eport. \ 

They are going In Indian fileslong the side of 
araviae, Carew leading and Blythe behind, the 
natives following with their guns, and had walked 
only about half the distence, when, looking up, 
they see just above them on the bank the animal 
crouched, and on the point apparently of making 
a spring. 

It is some seconds before they fully realiee all 
the deadly meaning of those yellow, glaring eyes 
and the slowly oscillating tall, but euch seconds 
are like hours. Fiight fsimpossible. They are 
too near, and it would only precipitate the 
danger, Taken by surprise, and foolishly wun- 
armed, the life of one must certainly be sacrificed 
it seems, Why should ft not be the most worth- 
less and least profitable of the two! 

So thinks Spencer Blythe, and, grasping the 
situation fin a moment, he pushes past to the 
front, and by ble sudden, unexpected movement 
throws his friend down the khud. He calls to 
his eervant for his rifle with a vain hope that he 
may not fall him in thisemergency. An instant’s 
death-like silence! Then there ls a roar, and the 
enormous Sriaial, flashing through the air; selz ss 
his nearest victim, and, hardly seeming to touch 
earth, makes another bound far up the bank, 

Carew, falling but a few yards down the shel- 
‘ving side, recovers himself with arapidity born 
of the necessity of the moment, and clambering 
on to the path, he sees the frightened natives 
flying back to the village, only his ehikaree, 
vouched by some unusual conse cof daty to his 
master, stands a few yards aloof, and now hurries 
towards him with his rifle, 

_. Blythe ls nowhere to be seen, but, following the 

direction of the man’s terrified gsze, Carew Is 
soon made aware of where the danger lies by 5 
succession of low, half-suppressed ns, 
Another step forward, and stooping a little he 
can see on the other side of a belt of small stunted 
trees, the brute standing grandly, holding his 
motionless prey partly cff the ground. 

Carew is an old sportaman, and does not spoil 

is were dl undue by cies te oe pervs 

® steady elbows res 
ed fires twice, Then without 
if bis ehote have taken mortal 
cr only maimed and made more eavag® his 
, he fs up to them just in time to 
the reach of the last epas- 


Tt 
And now I suppose we 





trate beast, 


Blythe looks up with a world of grateful relfef 
in his eyes ; his face working terribly in excite- 
ment, but he tries hard to regain his usual calm 
insouctance. 

“JI was nearly done for,” he falters out, 
with asuspicion of tears trembling {n the Yolce, 
“nearly done for. I: would have been all up 
with me if I had moved, or you had not come so 
soon. He isa eplendid fellow—the finest I have 
seen—I don’t thick I ever aaw one so near before 
—alive,” , 

And then swoons away. 


CHAPTER XLIIT 

How slowly that week drags out ite aggravated 
length. Icis like those last five minutes of a 
man’s life, when all the deeds, good and evil, of 
the years gone by pase before him, panoramic 
fashion, and all whom be hae ever known, loving 
or hating, confront him like grey, grieving ghosts 
to warn away, or welcome him, as he has given 
thera cause. 

Parting ts almost always a protracted paln ; 
the last minutes seemfog like hours, the 
hours like days, and then the interminable after- 
warde, which fs as though ib would never end 
but remain, ever as it is at frat, a dreary biank 
perpetuated by its own Intolerable agony, 

There ts nothing that Berry wil! sorrow mach 
to leave, taken individually; but I fancy we 
share more than we know theidfosyncrasy of the 
feline especies in our love for the places where we 
have lived, even though it has not been altogether 
& happy eojourn there, 

The aleters have lived together always, save for 
the first fifteen months of Eve's wedded life, and 
though Berry’s affection for her sister has 
sensibly decreased, as her childlike adoration wae 
also diminished before (when the. case of Love 
versus Money was decided for the defendant) ; 
still, uow that it comes to the final wrench, she 
cannot break the tle of early years without a 
pang. 

Theo, too, there are the grent white snows, 
which morning after morning have met her 
view ond seem like old friends, the neare 
mountains with thelr velvet garb of mingled 
brown and green, and the valleys rich with a 
hidden hoard of fragrant wild flowers, and 
quaintly fashioned orchids or ferus that cluster 
{a every nook and cranny, clivging to anclent 
trees, or climbing over the smoath ‘and mossy 
stones that mark s river's course, 

She will be sorry—very sorry to leave India, it 
having only showed to her Its falror side ; sorry, 
too, togo home where, if existence was less un- 
pleasantly full of complications and decelts, it was 
also duller and drearier far; but sorrier than al! 
that she fs going so—a disappointed woman and 
aniloving wife. 1 

Indias had been the dream of her life, and 
when she landed at Bombay her sweetest hopes 
seemed likely to be realised, only now to be 
crushed and embittered for alwsys. 

' Colonel Chester is sparing nothing to make the 
occasion of this marriage a memorable one, He 
has been entertaining royally during there last 
few days, and on the evening before the wedding- 
day itself has Inaugurated a dance, to which 
neatly the whole station {s invited. 

Berry goes through the galeties listlessly, as in 
Gifterent to the thoughts of those around her as 
she would have been to their neglect; noting, a 
little nervously, Ronald’s changed demeanour as 
the fateful time draws nearer and even nearer 
still. Sometimes he fe positively rude, baited to 
madness, as {t appears, and at others he is se/zed 
with fierce fits of affection that his jicncée finds 
even more appalling. Once he has cavght and 
kissed her before she knew, and since chen ehe 
has carefally avoided being lett alone with him, 
dreading the time when there will be no escape, 
when for better or for worss she must accept him 
as the ruling influence of ber life. 

She cannot help scelng—as Eve saw when she 
refused to risk her happiness on his faich—the 
deplorable weakness of his wil! ; how reed-like he 





is shaken with every passing breezs of wind, 
Whether it might have added to the stability of 
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hia character, if he had loved a better, noblerwoman 
than Eve could ever have been, however favonr- 
able the circumstances of her and 
education, it is impossible to say. These might 
have-beens are among the many problems of our 
nnaccoanted-for existence. 

No reason that the most reasonable has ever 
urged seems sufficiently powerful a one to be 
accepted as a primary cause for all the ain, 
sorrow, and suffering, all the love, joy and enjoy- 
ment that has been gathered together on this our 
much.abused and over-crowded earth. 

“ Plas on y pense, st plus on est af a loss de 
chercher le cui bono de cette sottise qu'on appelle 
le monde.” So wrote Benjamin Constant,. while 
another with a happier temperament or more for- 
tunate experience, calls ib ** best of all - 
ble worlds.” Do not we all judge leas by 
say than by how we ourselves have found it f 

This last day is, perhaps, the least trying of all 
that have passed, for Ronald keeps away and no 
one visite them, thinking they will be too engaged 
fn preparation for the morrow. Berry epends all 
the day in really hard work, helping Eve to 
decorate the rooms, and in the evening goes aud 
lies down upon her bed, not to rest, but to face at 
last the terrible reality thav is inevitable now. 

She fs so deep in thought that she forgets to 
rouse, and when Eve comes to tell her It ia time 
to go (for the dance is nob given at their house, 
— at the assembly rooms), she Is still in morning 

ress, 
“Tam ready now,” she says ten miautes later, 
having forced herself hurriedly Into fitter and 
more bridelike apparel ; and snatches up her 
handkerchief and glover. 

“ You don’t look ready,” observes Mrs, Chester, 
with sisterly bluntnesa. 

*“*Ebh? Have I ruffled my hair putting on my 
frock !” turning to the mirror and smoothing a 
refractory curly lock, 

“Your hair looke best rough. I don’t mean 
that ; but you have nothing round your neck nor 
in your hair, It makes you look so undressed,” 
looking critically at the creamy neck and arms 
which are eo clearly defined against the whiter 
gown. ‘‘ Why don’t you wear some of the pre- 
sente you have had ; you have plenty to choose 
from, I am sure.” 

“] don’t feel ss if I had earned them yot,” 
answerg Berry, a little bitterly ; she is so apt to 
become bitter now-a-days, poor child, being so 
out of tune with herself and the future into which 
she is being forced. 

** Well, something you had before. You must 
have had something, eurely |” 

“ Not much, as you might remember, I should 
think.” 

But Eve is busy with her sister’s jewel case, 
turning out the somewhat meagre contents on to 
the table, and picklog out at last the ruby heart, 
John Holmes’s compensative gift, 

“That is pretty, only of course it is not real ; 
garnets I suppose, or is it glaes ¢” 

Berry is silent, the slur cast upon her 
property with the more equanimity that she does 
not feel foclined to be reminded of the past fo 
any way to-night, 

The next moment Eve has brovght out the 
coral beads and clasped them round her sister’s 
neck. 

“There! Sach an improvement, a touch of 
colour always is to doubtful looks, Don’t be 
offended, dear; we can afford to be frank with 
each other now and then ; you would be lovely 
always if you could keep the crimson cheeks you 
have now. Did I starile you!” 

“Tb—It was cold at first,” 

After all, why should she not wear it—jast for 
this once and for the last time, He will never 
know, and it comforts her to feel it round her 
throat, It is like the firm clasp of an old friend’s 
hand, when one’s feelings are too overwrought to 
hear the jarring sound of words, however sym- 
pathetic they may be, 

“ Tb is very pretty and uncommon, and sets off 


your little, quafnt, brown face, There, I will put 
these red rosea in your hair, and J havea crimson 
feather fan that will just match.” 

“Thavk you, dear,” answers Berry, gratefally, 
feeling more the kindness of the ecb than Its 
happy eff-ct upon ber appearance, 





* You have no pro} pride in yourself at all, I 
am afraid,” dolefally. “I am afraid you will 
look to-merrow,” 


; he os woot tiles thing 
even to extent of slang, a racet 
abhorrent to her soul. 

“Well it doesn’t matter much to me, at any 
rate. I is your own affair, of course,” frigidly. 

And letting the subject settle iteelf so, Eve 
pa pos up her own ay elegant draperies, 

sweeps gracefully from the room. 

Ronald meete them on their arrival ai the 
rooms. He is flushed and excited, and has 
evidently been drinking his own health more 
frequent than is good for him. He —— 


leade her round to show her all the 
that have been temporarily 
honour. 

“Isn't it a succese? I superintended evers- 
thing myself, so it ought to be ; and everyone is 
to be here I belleve-—everyone but that poor 
fellow Blythe.” 

“ And Captain Carew, of course !" hastily, 

“No; I think he'll come if he can leave 
Blythe. .I asked bim myself the other day.” 

And after that Berry hears no more of his 
slightly disconnected and unintelligible phrases. 
She goes through her duties of receiving, dancing, 
and talking as ina dream ; and so mechanically 
does she acb and speak, it is a puzzle to herself 
then and afterwards how it is that late in the 
evening, or rather in the early morn—the morn of 
her wedding-day—she and John Carew stand face 
to face with only the moon streaming over them 
a chastened light, 

They have wandered out through the verandah 
into the open, and are out of sight and hearing 
of the rest, but she does not think of putting 
this practical construction on their presence here 
alone; {t appears only a natural ff unexpected 
ordering of destiny they should be brought to- 
gether to say a last farewell, Oaly when he 
speaks the spell fs partly broken. ‘ Words are 
good, but they are not the best; the best fs not 
to be explaiced by words,” says Goethe, and I 
am pursuaded there will be some more me! 
and harmonious mode of iuterchanging thought 
than by the human voice (which at the best is 
wavering ‘and uncertain) in that Heaven we 
instinctively des're. 

“ You are nob vexed at my bringlog you out 
here?” asks John Carew. 

“*Vexed, no! Why should I be?” vaguely, 
and a jittle surprised, scarcely realising that it 
is by his own volition and that they are not 
both irresponsible being ia the hands of a superior 
fate. It is eo pleasant to dream on and on, and 
the reality is so widely different she doss not care 
to wake. 

**T wanted so to see you—for the last time.” 

" Yes,” she answers, dreamily. 

“ And I have a message from Blythe—Spencer 
Blythe—you know whom I mean,” puzzied by 
her straightforward, incomprehenslve gaze. 

This ls coming to the events of every day, and 
she can answer without that feeling of un- 
certainty and unrealness that has hampered her 
before. 

“Yes, lknow. Is he better now {” 

* He is far better ; as well almost as he ever 
will be sgain. He is « cripple for life.” 

She looks up with serious and suddenly sad- 


eyes, 

“Te it so bad as that?” ehe murmurs, In a 
hushed voice. 

“I am afrald it fe. The doctors give very 
little hope. It cught to have been ms, you 
know. He pushed before ms, almost into the 
tiger's mouth. 

“ Poor fellow! Iam «so very, very sorrow! 
Will you tell him so from me. don’p think we 
ever suspected him of such nobility or bravery in 
the old days—--when—we met him first,” 

“We never did him justice. He never did 
justice to himself. Bat he bears thie trouble so 
bravely and seat such cheery mérsages to you, 
wishing you all happiness in the new life before 
you, He ls more generous than I. I—I cannot 
—Heaven help me!” he cries, overcome with the 
thoughts his own words have called to life. 

She, too, is uncontrollably moved, but ehe does 












FAIR AND FALSE. 


:0°— 
(Continued from page 489.) 


She felt Impatient to flaunt It before the girl 
she had never liked, but envied with maliclons 
jealousy for her youth, beauty, and wealth. 

She nolselessiy glided across the landing, and 
turned the handle of Pearl’s door, which was open 
for a wonder, ani paseed fa ; the poor girl in her 
fatigue and bitver anguish had forgotten to lock 
i 


, 

The lamp was turned low ; Its soft, mellow raye 
fel upon che handoome brats bedetead and ty 
girl who lay fast asleep with psarly drops linger- 
in on her slken lashes, evidence that she haa 


asleep weeping. 
Migs C stood by the bedside and looked 
sleeper ; the pretty hands, still 
giletening with jewels, were crossed upon her 
bosom, one clasping tightly Sir Clive’s registered 
envelope, Her bronze-hued hair streamed {n 
massive waves over the mounds of linen and lace ; 


to knit her brows. 

the aweet, young face made her wrathful 
envious, for she could not dispute with her 
conscience the wide, immeasurable gulf t 
was in beauty of form and feature as well as 
heart, over her more bold style of beauty, aud 
des se\fish nature. 

“T hate you!” she muttered spltefally, az whe 
stole away. “This house will not be 
enough to hold us both. You must go; I will 
have no rival |’ 

After breakfast the following morning the 
Major took Pearl aside and whis; — 

* Come into the brary a few minntes, my 
dear ; I have something to tell you.” 

In response she tucked her hand under his 
arm and smiled brightly, little dreaming of the 
revelation she was about to hear, 

He gave a preliminary cough or two, as if be 
dreaded to broach the subject, then commenced 
rather nervously,— 

“T fancy the news will not only surprise but 
please you, a8 you are so attached to the lady. 
Toe fact fs, Miss Carnegy has consented to be- 
come nearer and dearer to us, to be what she ts 
now, In reality—a loving mother to you, and my 
wife!” 


Pearl stood like one suddenly turned Into 
marble, with eyer positively distended with mute 
amazement. 

© You do not speak,” he observed, teatily, re- 
gardivg ber anxiously. 

“On, papa, papal” she faltered ; the bonds of 
speech breaking forth at last in a very torrent 
“ What have I done that you should wish to take 
another to your heart 1” 

“Do you fancy my heart isso Insignifican', 
cbild, that I cannot feel love for two dear ones ! 
he urged, almost reproachfully. 

‘*T have hitherto been your pet, your all,” she 
pleaded, brokenly. 

“That I admit, but another has come and won 
you away from me. Very svon I chall be left 
desolate and alone.” ‘ 

*€Ohb, no, no!” she erled ; “keep me aiway® 
with you. Do not, I implore, turn me from 
your heart and home!” 
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"Little pet, you almost alarm me!” he said 
tenderly, stroking the porn f ee Peamyyis pe. 
rt certainly not quite t og. Imus 

<i : Lealie advised me,” 


for a time, turmoil of life obliterates 
the beloved memory.” 
"To obliterate is to forget,” she wiat- 


" Osher tes and thoughts wiil distract you In 
time to come, my child ; maybe little 

lisp the sacred name of mother then, and be 
to you the same solace and comfort you have 
been to me.” 

Pearl’s head gave a sad little shake as abe 
aldied up to him with restored confidence, now 
that his voice had {ts old kind ring sgain, and 
saying, with a littie inward shudder of re- 


“T have only one wish, pspa, to eee and feel 
gou sre happy ; bat do not send me away from 
you yet.” 

There was such a depth of pathos In her tone 
that fora moment he regretted his hasty offer 
to Miss Carnegy, and blamed himself for not 
pars ere: bal mt mad uae ama 


“You are over-sensltive,” he said, gravely. 
“The wear and tear of the world will work ite 
own cure, rest aseured ; though, may child, I shall 
— drive a oe my heart and home; you 
lorget another has ueur; my place, a nearer 
and a dearer one,” ‘fiajind > 

“No, no!” she protested vehemently, “ You 
are ms I love {n this world,” 

“Come, come!” he urged, firmly, believing 

was somewhat captious, ‘you are talking 
treason to sev by gh must veto such naughti- 
new,” taking ‘s arme and kissing the 
quivering little mouth, and dismissing her, 
“Would that I could die!” she moaned, when 
she gained her room. ‘‘ Life is now a dreary 
waste; all I love, are riven from me by cruel 
fste. Carnegy hae ueurped my place with papa, 
and C.ive is gone, gone for ever |" 

Miss Carnegy took especial care the guests, 
who were staying ic the house, and Leslie, too, 
should be made acqaalmted with her new relations 
with the master of Waterchaee, and also assumed 
the reins of government openiy to servants and 
tetainers. 

When Pearl could assume s calm demeanour 
ehe sought her father’s betrothed, and murmured, 
in heartfelt words,— 

“Papa has told me all. I wish you 
happiness, only love him as I feel he does you, 
= I will be a devoted, obedient daughter to 

ou. 
_ “You may depend upon my love,” she re- 
jolned, hypoeritically. ‘It ts his already ; when 
you are married you will come sometimes and 
See us, and I shall be able to give you a lesson 
00 matrimonial bliss. Ip will be rather fun, a 
daughter example of her step-mother!” 
ne unsty sarcastic ring whivh jarred on 


caved, wareipe, S Te geiia’s nolan maotina 
who feels no love for you !”” 

age Bn yp ty typengee Upon 
Seen Tes ioe 
4 kiss, and pardon at the same time, my band- 








some mamma that is to be,” she said, penitently, 
rte the false lips affectionately and tiust- 
y: 

No Judas kiss conld have been more hollow 
or false than poor Pearl received In return, 
though !t appeared warm and sympathetic to 
her, frank, simple as she was, verily believing 
now that her father’s future happiness was 
secure. 

Leslie Keith took his departure In a few 
days in a vortex of doubt and perplexity, for the 
dashing brunette charms of Miss Slater had, in a 
great meacure, weaned him from his lovely but 
cold fiancée, coupled with the potent charm of 
her handsome fortune, He began to think he 
had been very precipitate in sacrificing his liberty 
so rashly, and devoutly wished he could get quit 
of the whole affair with ad least a semblance of 


honour, 
(To be continued.) 
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FOUND WANTING. 


—20:—— 
CHAPTER I, 


A RoaRina, tambling weir, filoging ite swirling 
eddies into the broad lagoon with a perpetual din 
of sound, tossing up ite showers of spray, dancing 
into the alr and back agsin into the white foam 
below ; beyond, the river flowed on placid sod 
glorious In the beauty ef deep-tinted foliage 
rising above the banks in terraces. 

Just below the weir, and outeide the rush of 
the waters, a broad-bottomed punt was moored, 
and fn it sat a man holding his fishing-rod 
ae Cee eee ee eee it~ 
to thereon n 

Further off, where the drooping trees threw 
thelr deep shadows, another small boat lay, and 
the waters here were so still that she needed no 
ai 


dazzling a htness ; cool, dark shadows where 

not penetrate the thick leaves, and 
everywhere a wealth of beauty, a perfection of 
colour that might hold one breathless and 


silent. 

The fisherman s¢ lifted his eyes ; the 
msn fm the boat presently drew a long breath, 
and back the white 


cap. 

**T could dream here all day,” he said, haif 
aloud, “{f only—bah!” with a slight laugh ; 
** what a fool lam, not to be content with all 
thie, Content! do I know what it meavs 7 
wonder ¢” ; 

He did not look like it—there was not a tran- 
quil line in the whole face, Even while he bad sat 
ao still the face had not been still, thongh there was 
not the quiver of an eyelid. If one may be 
allowed the expression, there were under-currents 
always moving restlessly beneath whatever calm- 
ness there might seem to be, It was a face 
worthy of study ; ph gh nape yl envied -~ 
complexion, clear, , yet w 
the softness of the darker skins ; the delicate 
chiseling of the features ; above all, the halr of 
that rare en hue no art can imitate, save 
that of painter—hair that glinted and 
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Slowly the bright blades dipped Into the 
shining water, slowly the little boat orept cub 
inte the stream, close to the weir ; and the msn 


od the punt looked up sngrily, and dropped bis “ 


Os 

“What the deuce——!” sald he; but only 
the river and the alr could hear him, for nothing 
less than a shout could have conquered the noise 
of the welr. “Hang those fellows darting all 
over the river in those confounded Mtile beats ! 
I had nearly caught that big fellow, and now 
he’s off }” 

In went the line again, and the rower, gliding 
slowly across the head of the weir, watched the 
operation with a sarcastic look. He had eimost 
passed when the angler, drawing fu his line sgain, 
lifted his eyes, and they rested on the gulden- 
haired oareman ; and somehow Ozford and the leis 
and the May races and a name all flashed Into his 
mind tegether—and the name was Albrecht, It 
allpped from him unawares, as they had used it in 
the student days, else he had scarcely claimed ac- 
quaintance with a man he had never loved. But 
it was too late; the rower, nearer now, because 
the passage to the main water obliged him to be 
close, had heard the famillar name, and paused, 

* Pelham Clifford, ien’t it?” sald he, not coolly, 
not cordially. 

“Where did you spring from, Delmar!” eaid 
the angler. 

At college together — not college chums — that 
was plain, Delmar pulled back, and the men 
shook hands—friendly, but no more. 

“You're changed, Pel!” said Delmar, half- 
unconsclously using a nickname, as the other had 
used his ; “ I was watching your line a minute ago, 
but I hardly saw you, and I’m not sure I should 
have known you if I had. What brings you fa 
this part }” 

‘* Why, the fishing,” responded ‘' Pel" ; “ it’s 
splendid, as, of course, you know.” 

" Oaly by hearsay, I never fish, I daresay you 
wished me somewhere else just now. Awfully 
sorry, but it’s the only way to the main stream.” 

The young mau made his apologies with some 
carelessness, 

“ How long do you stay t” 

“ Another week, I think,” sald Cilford. “Bub 
I might ask you, as you did me, what bringe you 
here! You don’s mean to say that you, an 
urban soul, have become rural?" 

‘* For the present, yes. Besides, you know, my 
place is here—just up the river,” with a sweep 
of the hand, ‘and it is mine now.” 

‘I saw your father’s death in the Times,” snid 
Clifford, “I was afraid you were away. Tom 
Lonsdale—you remetaber him, of Orlel—he’s just 
been called to the Bar—-told me he had met you 
in Switzerland ; that very day I saw the notice, 
and Lonsdale had only just got to London, So 
you're sole porseesor, are you! It’s a charming 
neighbourhood, and some good people about.” 

“What are you doingi” asked the other, 
abruptly. 

He had sat with rather a shade on his face 
during Cliffurd’s epeech, and the latter quite 
understood ite cause. It had been said at Corist 
Church that Aibert Delmar and Delmar p?re had 
not been on the best of terma, 

“Doing! My dear fellow, what should I do? 
Unfortunately we men, born as you and I are, 
with silver spoons, are nod the active members of 
the State.” 

“Silver spoons! Speak for yourself, Pel, I 
know nothing about them, Mine are electro- 
plate. We Delmars never were as rich as your 
people. So you sit down, so,” laying his bands 
liatleasly over his sculls, “ Well, I can’t blame 
you. I've been abroad, and I've come home, and 
I can’t settle to anything just yet.” ‘4 

“6 You used to write at Oxford ; have you given 
that ap?” 

"Qh! no, I never shall, but I’ve got into one 
of my unsettled moods, and I can't doa thing. 
My thoughts won’t come and my pen won’t move. 
May I ask how is that pretty sister you used to 
rave about! I forget her name,” 

“Christine. So you remember about her! 
What fools we were in those days, She's been at 
home—at least, with my uncie’s family ; she was 
too young to be with me. Now she is with some 
friends abroad, but I hope to have her back soon 
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Weill, the sun {s getting awfally hot, and I can’t 
stand baking.” 

“Wil you come and lunch with me?” asked 
Delmar, with more cordiality than he had shown 
before, He did not like Pelham, but he did not 
dislike him, and, to a stranger in the neighbour. 
hood, he felt it a duty to show hospitality, “It’s 
quite near, and if you'll come into my boat I'll 
send down a man for the punt,” 

‘*Oh, thanke} I shali be delighted!” said 
Clifford, looking with a feeling of pleasure at the 
silken cushions, He smiled as a thought crossed 
him, * Hulloa{ Albrecht-—beg pardon, but I 
beard the name so often—Delmar, I should say.” 
Delmar did not disavow any objection to the 

eater familfarity, “I'l be bound this boat 

borne falrer passengers than me!” 

*' Of course it has, since I know all the people 
thereare to know !" was the answer, but there 
was ® ewilt involuntary glance towards a white 
house standing ecross the river, and seen through 
& trellis-work of green. 

Presently Mr. Clifford transferred his stal- 
wart and well-formed person to the little skiff, 
and Delmar pulled up the river till they came 
to an old-fashioned, rambling house surrounded 
by a tangled garden, and orchard fall of such 
apple and pear trees as people say are not now 
often seen in this bonnie island, It looked very 
picturesque, but not well kept. 

On the lawn sloping to the river there was a 
mass of rove-trees and all manuer of old-world 
flowers cent their sweetness far over the water, 

The old house looked a place to love dearly, to 
dream in, to be full of sunny corners and deep 
window-seata, where old friends might sft and 
talk of their youth, and theyoung folk might 
{stern to weird legenda, or to whispers the elders 
must not hear, 

Clifford’s first sensation was one of pleasure, 
his next disaatisfaction. Hits artistic senses were 
not strong enough to triumph over his love of 
order, which he scrupulously observed on his own 
property, But he praised the place politely, to 
which Delmar answered by aslight smile, and, 
mooring the boat, led his guest into the house, 

But within there was no disorder, though 
tiaere was also no precision. 

Luncheon was spread on a small table ina 
great oriel wladow in the dining-room, and there 
was nothing to find fault with in the massive 
allver, of pattern such as are never seen In modern 
siiversmiths ; the chins, quaint and antique, nor 
the damask, smooth and glossy. 

A connulseenr in wines, Crifford knew those 
served to be of a particularly famous vintage, 
Nor could he complain of the dishes offered to him, 
Bat the long morning on the river had made him 
ho , 8nd abd auch times a man is likely to 
think all food that is decent fit for a feast of the 


gods. 

Clifford certainly set an example which his 
host did nob seem very ready to follow; but he 
made up for his lack on that point by proving an 
entertainer of no mean order, 

Pelham recalled sundry merry supper-parties 
at which Delmar had been the most brilliant 
talker of all, and recalled also certain aot very 
amlable feellogs in his own heart. 

To-day, however he enjoyed himself, though he 
was the guest of his old rival, who had wrested 
from him all the prizas for which both had striven, 
and had passed him in all the sports each had in- 
dalged in. 

Towatds the end of luncheon a note was 
brought to the young-master, Its scent reached 
Clifford whers he sat, and the quick glow his keen 
gaze noticed came into the dark blue eyes oppo- 
site was only a confirmation. Delmar excused 
hiteelf, and read the rote while the servant 
waited, 

“ Cifford,” said the young man, lockiog up, 
‘thisis an Invitation for this afternoon 
some friends of mine. Will you jofm me or have 
you auother engagement? It is two miles off, 
the other side of the river, bub you won't mind 
that. I can take anyone I ike, and I’m sure you 
will like them.” 

“‘T ahall be very pleased,” sald Clifford. 

‘Say 1 will come, then,” eald Delmar to the 
eervant, Then turning to his guest, I may as 


Mrs, Elmhurst and their niece, Miss Montagu, 
Mies Montagu is engaged t> me, so you see ”— 
emiling—" I am not quite at liberty to refase the 
invitation. What can one say but yes to 4 
prettily-worded order? Shall we have ourcigars 
here, or on the lawn?” 

‘©The lawn, it I may choose, My dear Delmar, 
you must allow me to congratulate you!” 
‘Thanks, very much !” 

They went out to the lawn and talked and 
smoked, Clifford did not find his host's atten- 
tion wander, nor see him frequently consulting 


his watch. As he listened to the sweet-toned 
voice and the lav so often unconaciously 
eloquent, the old feellvg of fascination and re- 





pulsion began sgain to creep over him, 
many times he had sat and listened, and seen 
other men absorbed and himself almost for- 
gotten, and half-hated the man who made him 
feel so little. 

He was glad when Delmar, for the firet time 
consulting his watch, said it was time to go to 
the Elmhurete. But Cliff could not even 
then detect any relief. had always thought 
Delmar would be the reverse of a cold lover; 
and as they walked throvgh the lanes to the 
white house, he cogitated whether he seemed 
cold because passion with him lay too deep for 
careless moments, and what manner of maiden 
it was that had chained his restless heart, 


CHAPTER Il. 


Tuat white house that had been seen from-the 
river proved to be a long, low, two-storied 
cottage, of the kind that looks to London eyes 
the beau {deal of rusticity. It had the proper 
covering of creepers and green trellis-work round 
the porch aud lattice windows at this time of 
the year, though this trellis was half hidden by 
roses and honeysuckles, which always do grow 
about country houses, at avy rate, in stories and 
on the stage. 

The two young men approached it by a sunny 
but rather dusty lane, and the cool greenness of 
the garden was refreshing, expecially te Olifford, 
who found the heat a little oppressive. The 

of shade rejoiced him, 

“ What a pretty place!” said he, 

“ You're glad to reach a haven |” said Delmar, 
who walked as if heat were bis life, 

“ How the dence did you know that }” 

“Oh, it is e to tell!” sald the other, 
lightly, “ Well, I can promise you a welcome. 

. Elmburat is the sort of person who would 
make his enemy welcome once he were under his 


** How delightfal! I hope I shall not test his 
Christianity to that extent, and—” «aid he, 
glancing up—'‘if the lady standing ab the gate 
is an inmate of this house, I don’t think there 
would be any occasion for enmity.” 

Delmar did not look up, Clifford felt because 
his announcement was no news, the more so as 
he had been sensible of an almost imperceptible 
quickening of pace. 


“ A pretty picture of girlish grace, 
Bet in a frame of flowers,” 


came into his head; for the girl at the gate 
looked the very embodiment of sweetness as she 
stood there smiling—a bonnie creature, such as 
men rave over, for whom they will quarrel with 
their dearest fried, be slaves to, and willing 
slaves, Yet Delmar, as he reached the gate, only 
took her outstretched hand—not too warmly 
then, Clifford thought, laying ft down truly 
enough to the presence of a third person ; but 
then he did not see the look that made up for all 
-reoming. coldness, He. only it by the 
responsive glance of the 's eyes; bright and 


ppy: 

**T have taken a liberty,” sald Albert Delmar, 
tur .a towards Olifford, ‘‘ and brought a 
friend [ encountered to-day—Mr. Clifford, Mize 
Montegu.” 

“ To is no Mberty,” said the girl, holding out 
her hand; “that ie his nonsense, Mr. ©: d, 





well tell you that these people area Mr. and 


Tam sure he hae given us all a great pleasure, 


“Delmar assured me of a w ” 
Clifford, smiling, “and you, lee Monit 
have ratified his promise.” ‘ 

“ Were you dolvg us the honour to watch fo 
us, Maddie?” asked Delmar, bending down tp 
her—her pretty head came just a little above his 
shoulder—and speakiog with a softer, richer tone 
than Pelham had h before, even from him— 
“or were we late, and you meant to have th 
luxary of the first reproach ?” 

Bat Maddie—she was wever Madeline—!q 
and would not answer—~only her saucy oe 
denfed snd acknowledged at once the truth of 
the first accusation. 
She was certaluly the mosh captivating little 
maiden that ever broke hearte—all brightness 
and gaiety, with a hundred winning ways, and 
using her power so that oo mac who 
loved her would ever of ite belog tyranny, 
Never elther, in hie wildest moments, would }: 
have entered hie head to analyse this fairy-like 
being ; to conjecture what strength, what con. 
stancy, what capacity to breast the roughness of 
life there might be under all this sparkle. 
No; he would seek the soures of Nght—ak 
what gave ita rounded softness to the south wind 
—what made the deep biue of a summer ses, or 
the peerléss wcent of the rose ; but try, or even 
wish, to examine and probs Madeline's unacc.unt- 
able fasciuations, had never once cecurred to any 
one from her babyhood upwards. 
Clifford was received by Mr. and Mrs. Eimbunt 
with grest cordiality ; indes?, he fancied that 
there was more of that ingredient in their manne: 
towards him than towards Delmar, kind as that 


was. 

He reserved this point for consideration tt 
another time ; ab present there wae tea to discuss 
(forthe family dined early ).and that was a pleasore, 
not from the epfcure’s point of view, but 
because it was served on the verandah runulpg 
alovg the back of the house, and from whence 
could be seen glimpses of the river and the purple 
hills. , 

Clifford had nob been io this company ten 
miautes ge seeing oe eee i the 
spoiled pet of her uncle and aunt—genial, hospit- 
able honky whose hearts were too unbalanced 
by their heads to be precisely the beet tralners 
for children, 

Delmar, perhaps out of courtesy te the guest, 
took rather a secondary position ; but though he 
took little covert notice of Madeline, he seemed 
to know by iatuftion when ehe needed attending 
to, As for Madeline, she fluttered here, there, 
and everywhere. 

It crossed Cilfford, however, that she was not 
best pleased with ber lover's apparent coolness ; 
but she did not resent it by flirting with the 
guest. Was ft, thought that guest, being {aclined 
to the metaphysical, as he glanced towards the 
blue-eyed, delicate featured man eltting by Mrs 
Eimhurst, that she was afraid to! 

“Delmar,” said Mr. Elmhurst, when tes was 
necrly over, and only one or two idly made pre 
tence of emptying thefr cups, “ have you ecttle? 
about that Highland jouruey of yours?” 

“Yes. I had a letter yesterday.” 

* Are you going?” 

* That's what I have decided on.” 

A half-breathed "Oh!" from Madeline, with 
an fostant quick colour as she met Cliffurd’s ey? ; 
and Mrs. Eimburst asked how long would fe be 


ef 
“ About a month, I think. Bat we are talking 

enigmas to Clifford. Do you remember,” he 
went on, addressing himeelf to Pelham, “that i 
once told you a emall property would come to 
me through my mother? There are some 
intricate business matters connected with !' a0”, 
in coneequence of my father’s death, as he had it 
during bis life, and I have to see to them. 
hed takera journey out of the pale of ctvill- 
sation,” said Clifford. 4 My dear fellow, you have 

fullest sym ; 
eGueriene oun it,” sald Madeline. ‘ ” 
you know what that place is like, Mr. Ciidord 
It’s right away in the mountains, {In the wildest 
place, They have no railway within twenty moilles ; 
they’re snowed up half year, and the other 
half 


the rains come down, and the moun‘eln 





and I am glad to sce you.” 


streams aré bo swollen the people are shat 
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as If they were In the Ark. And that’s just 
bat will bappen to Albert if he will go!” 

“Jo fen’t a question of will, die ; it's 
must,” sald Albert, who had listened amused 
to her rapld indictment against pocr Strath- 


arle. 

“ Mast! Why won't you sell it?” 

** Ob, en LN a Br biting seg and 
aunt, bat Dalmar nothi lip. 

"Sell it!” repeated Clifford, dubioualy. 
“Would you really advise that, Miss Montagu ? 
Think of the shooting for sportsmen ; the scenery 
for lovers of beauty ; the romance of those won- 
derful Highlands teeming with legends and 
annsis of history.” 

“Oh!” sald the girl, in her Hght way, “ Al- 
bert (shere were no formalities in this family) 
doesn't bring forward any of those reasons. He's 
a good shot, bab mob much of a sporteman ; at 
jeast, he won't shoot stags, and that’s all you 
got at Stratharlie, He says he tried it once, and 
she brute looked so fd he couldn’t touch 
it, As to scenery, he’s nob often up there; and 
I'm sure—oh |” 

A etart ond exclamation finished her speech 


abruptly. A hand ob her shoulder, light as a | 
Madeline 


feather, bat ‘how’ imperative! and 
iooked up half-frightened, 

"Let the subject drop, Maddie!” said Dal. 
mar, toc low for even Pelham to ae” There 
was some en tore command in the voice, 
and a dark saeak cad on tbe rym Then he 

sald, care- 


lifted hiniself, moved’ his 


Jessly,— ; ee 

“Tam afraid Stratharlle won't Interest Ciif- 
ford. My fate is fixed so far, so suppose we go 
on the lawn i” 

These words effectually broke np’ the little 
party. Madeline, picking up a straw hat, took 
care not to walk bestde Delmar, as they all 
eauntered on to the lawn. She was » but 
afraid to show it, except by avoiding and 
tock refuge in eflence, 

What had she safd he didn’t like, unless it was 
that she wanted him to sell Stratharlle? And 
she surely might express a wish. 

Presently she contrived to slip away from the 
others, she flattered herself unnoticed, but two 
there certainly missed her—and one would ‘have 
given ® good deal to be able to follow her ; but 
there was no nity til! Mrs. Elmhurst seid 
she was going back to the house. He offered to 
eecort her ; and Mr. I'imburst seized the oppor- 
tunity todo what fs dear to every Englishman's 
Se his guest his horess. 

Yothing loth, the two gentlemen departed to 
the stables, and Delmar, curbing as well as be 
could- his impatience, sefely landed Mrs, Eim- 
burst fn the drawing-room, Then he was free 
to find Madeline; and now the man seemed 
changed. uifford would never have called him 
‘cold lover if he had seen him at this moment, 
The self-restraint pride imposed was relaxed, 
PN og em eon Sg Nem 

: a 
laying both his hands on her _ 


"* Lins,” he said, as she at 
him, startled. Like bob not thé bad 
other people used, but one iar to himself 
—his own, kept only for moments such as these 
and {t fell from his Ifps so tenderly, so pleadingly 

Forgive!” it eaid—that one name, 

The girl edw her power—she knew he was in 
soul at her feet—yet dared she use that power ! 
ald ee eee or a look 

ange an would walk 
back to the house, - pepe 
She henitated, 
© her @ too 1eady forgivencss was a neglect of 
Cpportuni ies, and . 


too hurt 
blinded him, 4 
"Don’t be 


aaa eee ae 


drawing her 
could 





" You asked me once before about Stratharlie, 
Maddie, and I said I would never sell ft,” 

‘Why 1” 

Tt was bis turn now to hesitate. Somehow it 
was nob easy to tell her those things that ley 
very near his heart. 

“You won't tell me?” she eald, reproach- 


fully 
“Yeu, Lina, I will!” He drew his fingers 
two or turee times through the brown halr before 


— 

“You and my mother, Lina, were the only 
people who ever cared for me, or I for them; 
and mother was born at Stratharlie, and lived 
there ag a child. I tried her love enough; 
there are some bitter memories connected with 
her I would do away with ff I could. So I 
cannot eell it. I would, for you, if I could, out 
I cannot 1” 

Maddie was aflent, becanre she did not know 
what to say—her sympathy was not deep enough 
to make a look, or even that ailence snffice. He 
took her sympathy for granted; but if he had 
been asked, he could not have said he was 
conscious of exactly feeling {t. 

“They are all sunny thoughts I have with 
you,” he went on, still with thab c 
movement throvgh her hair, ‘except when 
wonder why you ever loved me, Perhaps I shall 
make you uohappy. I am not gentle enovgh for 
you, Lina, but I will try and learn if you will 
teach me.” 

There was « wistful lo in the last words. 
It was easy to see why he loved this em- 

t of brightnese. 

“Ohi” said she, shaking her head, ‘ you'll 
never learn from me.” 

‘* Why not, Maddie?” 

"T don’t know,” the girl answered, looking at 
him half-doubtfally, “ bub you never would. And 
now you are g away what chance Is thera} 
That’s why don’t like Stratharile And 
you'll be smothered In business, and forget to 
write.” 

‘* No, Lina——"’ 

“There, don’t protest ; and I- shall bave to 
flirt with all the flirtable people about to console 
myself-—— What, you smile; I thought you 
were so jealous tempered !"’ 

‘Who told you that, Maddie? I daressy I 
could be jealous enough where I had no certainty, 
but not where you are concerned.” 

She twlated herself round, 

"Come and elt down here—I can’t see you 
there,” she said. 

"You haven’t given me formal forgiveness 

‘eb, I'm golog to take it firat,” sald 
x Bey and bending down kissed the girl’s 
— lips, “and then I'll come,” which he 


“Now,” said Maddie, “what do you mean? 
Suppose someone told you—it's only supposi 
you know—that I was flirticg awfully, and 
didn’t write. Wouldn't you believe it?” 

‘* Not if someone else sald {b, of course not, I 
should not think you bad. forgotten me for an 
idle tale. I could doubt readily enough where I 

novlove. Bat why do you talkso,Linat It 
is all jest, I know.” 

“And yoware taking {tin earnest, and posf- 
tively looking worrled over it, as you do half 
the things I call fam. Why are you eo different 
from me? You talk about my teaching you, 
but I am sure you haven't learned an from 
me ever eince I've known you-~and 


t is—how 


bear with my jest even 
I want to know what 


me 

very well he shrank from 

She saw now he would 

the subject, but she 

in her own way, and he really was 
sensitive. 


Teas 


mine, and you just looked 
once snd whispered,-‘I love you.’ 


5 
FA 
: 





When your lips say, or this hand writes, ‘I love 
you no longer,’ then I will believe you are 
false,” 


His voice had trembled o little—the full, in- 
tense nature thrilled to the recollection of that 
golden hour-—shuddered at the mere vision of 
the broken troth, 

Maddie eat looking at him with wide open 
eyes, half frightened at the atrength of the feel- 
ing she had so carelessly rouced. But she was 
warm-hearted, and the tears came {nto ber eyes. 

‘'T should never’ say that, Albert,"" she eald, 
earnestly. “I will always be your own little 
Lina,” 

She looked so sweet and loving it was worth 
while to have endured the pain of her girlish 
nonsense, 

There wae a bright moment of utter silence, 
while his thoughts sprang forward to the bappy 
fatare life when his darling would never leave 
bim ; and Maddie, as her head nestled against 
his shoulder, thought proudly he did love her 
very dearly, and, sfter all, he was much hand- 
somer than that Mr. Clifford, 

They reached the drawing-room before the 
gentlemen had returned, to find is Ughted, and 
Mrs. Elmhurst awaiting them, Maddie throw- 
ing down ber hat, went at once to the plano, and 
playing with a light criep touch, broke out with 
an old ballad. The giri’s voice was like a bird's, 
and fall of the ring of joy. There was nothing 
of gloom in her young life, and not in her nature 
the melancholy that partially takes the place of 
knowledge.’ 

Pelham Clifford paused in the shadow of the 
doorway, unwilling to Interrupt the singer ; but 
ae the bigh trilling voics ceased, he stepped for- 


" Miss Montagu,” said he, smilifng, I have 
always been told there are no nightingales in this 
neighbourhood.” 

Maddie blushed and laughed, and her ancle 
patting her shoulder fondly sald—‘‘Ah, Mr. 
Clifford, I alwaye told Maddie we had one, but 
we can’t keep It, you see.” 

“Song birds coustn’t be captives,” enid the 
girl, saucily. ‘Now someone else, Come and 
sing—Mr, Clifford !” 

I would rather hear you sgaia,” he said, 
bowing with an involuntary look of genuine 
admiration, She dropped her eyes and took ber 
seat again; and Mrs. Elmhurst, beside whom 
Delmar waa standing Netening inteatly to the 
singer, whispered to him,— 

“She ts singing charmingly to-night, but I 
wonder you care for it so much, Your taste in 
music goes far higher than here.” 

“Maddie does well what she attempts, and 
she only atterapte what ehe can do,” was the 
answer, containing, as he knew, only half a 
truth, That was not the secres why he had a 
strauge, deep pleasure in hearing what bis critical 
taste would have cared very little for from any- 
one elee, Perhaps it was more than half that 
very joyousness, that abandon, that charmed 
him, and the resp was—-why because it was 
Maddie, But when Maddie called on him he 
went forward obediently. She got up. 

* Won't you play for me, Maddie?” he sald. 

“No—I can't. I'mali very a for my light 
songs, but your singing and my playing don’t go 

ther. You must play for yourself, Mr. 
Clifford, you'll see what I mean, Albert, sing 
the Erl-Koalg.” 

She took a seat a little way off, while Clifford 
stood within an easy range of her. She was not 
thinking much of the song, she was looking at 
the two men. Delmer had no music, and he 
played the difficult accompaniment to the most 
matchless of German ballads as euperbly as he 
sang lt. The voice—s high baritone, with the 
timbre of » tenor in the = register—was, 
like himself, rich, powerful, full of All 
his soul seemed flung into the wild of the 
father, as nearer snd nearer comes the terrible 
foe, who witches away his child's spirit, 

Bat mye was are gS what she bad 

% in garden—that was handsomer 
re Clifford. Was she right t 

She was at that age when young ladies are 
Mable to exalt thews and sinews; and Pelham 
Clifford, sbout Delmar's height, was, though not 
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robust, of larger build. He wae dark, too, black- 
haired and black-eyed, and being fair herself, 
Maddie had a slight weakness in this direction, 

C.ifford heads more quiet, conventional face 
than Delmar, He looked what he was—clever 
beyond the average ; but there wore no perplex!- 
tles about him, no rapid changes of expression, no 
impresafon given of slumberiog forces of unknown 
intensity. 

Maddie sighed unconsciously, bab as the 
singer just then rose, and everyone thanked him, 
but quletly, like true musicians, she challenged 
Clifford—was she not right about the accompani- 
ment? He politely disclaimed her self-deprecia- 
tion ; but, when the evening was over, and after 
kiad!y invitations to eome again from the Elm- 
hursts, he found bimself in his own room at the 
inn, hie thoughts ran thus,— 

‘*Toat was a society lie—she was quite right. 
Tae incongruity would be too glaring Tae man 
is all fire, only half euppressed—she a creature all 
softness and light. What in the world made 
him fall in love with her unless for the sake of 
contrast! Do they ever expect to ran easy in 
harness? She has few moods, he s hendred, 
not one of which she quite understands. Tae 
moet absurd thing to mate thore two, She is 
fond of him now—like a good many people, 
though I never could ses the attraction; but I 
very much doubt ff it will last, They’re too 
much like fire and snow. She is charming, 
certainly, I daresay his beauty bas taken her— 
as it did everyone at college, though I am sure 
he never conciliated people unless ho liked to— 
haughty beggar! Pretty racket he was, too! I 
wonder if the old people know that, O/ course 
ehe doesn’t, and possibly thinks him a saint. He 
might be very easily, if saintehip depended on 
golden hair, But, salnt or not, I shouldn’t like 
my sister to marry him—he’d be sure to break 
her heart somehow, and not care much either.” 

Perhaps Mr, Clifford was prejudiced. It is not 
easy to judge fairly the man who {s always :ust 
a few steps a-head of you, no effort of yours en- 
abling you to get the best of him. 


(Zo be continued.) ~~ 








Catvert’s Carbolic preparations for the tollet 
and the house sre so well known and highly 
valued that our readers will be pleased to hear of 
two new specialities they have just placed on the 
market. One ig Cuilvert’s Shampoo Soap; a 
delightful and refreshing soap that thoroughly 
cleanses the scalp, and renders the hair glossy 
and exquisitely soft to the touch, This soap, with 
directions for use, is put up In little china pots of 
dainty form and colouring; and one of these 
little vases would form a pleasing ornament to the 
toilet-table, The other is a preparation similar 
to their “‘ Prickly Heat” soap, and is esperially 
adapted for use in the bath. Thie will be found 
an acquisition to every lady’s toilet, 

Amona the first things to impress a stranger fo 
Manila are the horses. Descended from horses 
brought from Mexico, they have become much 
smoalier, while they are aleo much more shapely. 
There is nothing of the pony in thelr shape, 
though {fn siz they range between forty-eight 
and fifty-two inches, At first it looks absurd to 
see them ridden by big men whose stirrups hang 
down to the horses’ knees, but [t Is soon seen 
that they easily carry a rider weighiag two 
hundred pounds, The foreigners havea jockey 
club, which holds two meetings a year at the 
beautifal turf track at Santa Mees. To avoid 
sharp practice members of the club only are 
eligible to ride. This necessitates a scale of 
weights starting at one hundred and thirty-two 
pounds and rising to one hundred and fifty-four 
pounds. It demonstrates the speed and strength 
of these miniature borses that a mile bas been run 
in 2.10 by a pony carrying one hundred and fifty 
pounds, Only stallions are used. Mares cannot 
even be brought into the elty. Nobody walks ; 
everybody rides, and on any special fiesta thou- 
sands of carriages fill the streets. It is doubtfal 
if there fs a city in the world that can turn out 
half the number of private vehicles in proportion 
to the population, 





Bionxpe 'xpians —Oae of the mysteries of 4 
M-xico is presented by the Msya Indians, wh> 
inhabit the Sierra Madre Mountains in the lower 
part of Sonora. They have fair skins, blue eyes | 


and light hair, and students of ethnology have) GRATEFUL 
always been pussled te.account for them, There 
is a tradition, however, that these Iadiaus are 


COMFORTING 


Distinguished everywhere forDelicac 
of Flavour, Superior Quality, onl 


the descendants of the crew and passengers of a | Nutritive Pro es. Specially grate- 
Swedish vessel wrecked on the Mexican conat | fal and comforti = the nervous 
centuries before Columbus discovered the New and dyspeptic. Ib. and 4-Ib, 
World, But this tradition is founded on nothing | kets, and 1-Ib. prod ed JAMES 
more substantial than a folklore tale. current | Bpps 6O., Lid. Homcopathic 


among them that their ancestors came over the Chemists, London. 
big ealt water hundreds of ago. The | 


U 
Mexicans bave never been able to conquer this | BREAKFAST SUPPER 


people. Nominally, indeed, they are under | j 
Mexican rule, but really they are oo by | 
thelr own chief, and whenever Mexican | j 


Government has interfered with them they have | 


taken up arms, getting the best of the fight every | 
time. Their nearest Indian neighbours are the | 
Yaquis, and these two war-like tribes have reci- 
procity down to a fine point, Each helps tbe | 


other when the Mexicans attack them. The | 
Mayas live principally by the chase, although they | 
cultivate some corn and garden produce, The | 
men are large and well-formed, and some of the | 
women sre handsome blondes with great sym- 
metry of person. } 
Fiorma Srrpars ann Crans.—-On the borders | 
of the Everglades you often see « large yellow | 
spider. He swings a strong web from two plant | 
twigs on each side of a path or clear space of | # 
ground and waits for his prey. The web fs In the £ 
ante St Ree ee eee eanae & | Awarded Certificate of Merit for the onre of Irregularities, 
int though quite broad In the middle. The | the mia all emele Complaipin ‘hey have the a) proval of 
bright colour of the owner seems to mark him | are he Whee Paper Wrappers a. 1364. ond ta, 
cat for deatruction—he is clearly defined against ppm pp yr vm ba ann mg fy st | 
the white-sand or dead leaves, and you wonder | Street, Westmin tm the Colonies. 
what he would do for defence fn case of attack. 
Approach quietly and he watches you intently, | 
Now raise your hand suddenly, and he will dis- | 
eppear | While you are wondering what became | 
of him you see first a biar where he had been, 
then several spiders, then you catch sight agaln | | 
of the yellow ball you noticed at first. Repeat | 
the performance, and the strange effect is renewed. | 
The disappearance fs absolate—there can be no | 
doubt about it—and the little magician trusts to | 
it entirely for his protection. How ts it done 1 | 
As soon as he Is threatened he starte the vibra- 
tions of hie airy hammock. There becomes too 
rapid for the eye to follow, and he vanishes, As | 
these become slower you seea blur, and then | 
several spiders as the eye catches bim at different | 
pointe of his wings, until finally he rests before | 
you. Haunting the rookeries of the birds in the | 
southern part of the peninsula is a large blue crab, 
He makes a hole in the ground usually under a TOBACCONISTS COMMENCING. 
log, and when he hears a nci-e elevates bis head 
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d des hi ith startling ef ci te bene 
and protrudes his eyes with startling effect. He 

is able to take care of bimeelf, for his pincere are | Aika ep a OSsieras Go. To, Bari Bond, Hoke 
powerful, and his shell is hard—he is often as | mate vend 








large as asaucer. There is perpetual war between | 
him and the birds, He wanders among the nesvs | OWLE PENNY} OVAL “BILLS 
at night and appropriates the bite of fish left by S & STEE 

the nestlings, and the young themselves if he can FoR FEMAL 

find a mother of guard, But he has to be | “goroxny comnrct att IEREd ee setae Gaaevs ALL 
sly or he is killed by the stroke of a bayonet bill, | OBSTRUCTIONS, and relieve the A430 (oor Taree 
and eaten in his turn. When the plume hunters Cache ceantin —s 
have driven off or destroyed the parents of a, : ann ag 7 re E. T. TO Saas 
rookery, these crabs swarm out and devour the 

orphan young in short order. But while the. basa ry = 
mothers are allowed to do their duty, the crabs 

are ideal scavengers, and devour the refuse as well, One of the latest applications of the penzy- 
as the insects that infest the bird cities. Their | in-the-slot principle fs » bicycle pump. As soon “a 
bright colours, like those of the tiger, make them | as the filled tyre is removed, a lever locks be 
less dangeroun than thelr appetite would otherwike | pump, which can be caused to week egain only 
be, by dropping In another penny. 
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Steins Grey Hair, Whiskers, Hye-brows any shade desired. Does not stain the Skin. 
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Colne to coat Root, making MIT A and is und ety fa 
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Address—M, LEIGH & GRAWFORD, 31, Brooke St., Holborn, London, E.C 
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FACETLZA. 


Tre turtle may be slow, but he usually gets 
there in time for the soup, 

Ma.Larestayes: “I’m going to kiss you when 
I go.” Miss Weary : “ Do it now, while Pm still 
young.” 

Sue: “She possesees untold wealth!” He: 
“Beh! The woman never yet lived who could 
poceess untold wealth.” 

Wirr (enthuslastically): “How much do you 
think we took in at the besiar?” Husband 
(quietly) : “ How many, you mean !” 

Mus Nuawma: “JI feel unessy. The baby has 
pot cried all day.” Mr. Newpa: ‘So do Ib 
will probably ery all night.” 

Eruu: “ Pa, is it love that makes the world 
goround?” Pa (lured to a bachelors’ supper 
over night, sadly): ‘ No, dear ; not always,” 

"Tusy say the way to please a man {fs to talk 
to him about himself.” “ No, the way to please 
bim fs to let him talk to you about himself.” 

Youre Dap (enthusiastically): “I say, old 
man, bavel told you the last bright saying of my 
youngster?” Friend (wearily): “I hope so,” 

Murx: “I understand that something has 

dyonend Dik. Isis anything serious!” 
Minole : “ Well, yes, It's the Pacific Ocean.” 

“Herne ore the egge, mum.” “Lay them on 
the table.” “I’m not the hen, mum; I’m the 
grocers boy.” 

“He is wedded to bis art.” Then that wasn’t 
tue what I heard?” “What was that?” 
“Why, that he fs a Bachelor of Arts,” 


Nance: “ Jack Morton proposes In this letter. 
I wonder if he really loves me; he has only 
known mea week?” The Brother: “ Ob, then, 
perhaps be does,” 

Mistrrss : “Mary, there’s dust on the 
at least six weeks oid.” Mary: “Bu 
that’s the fault of the last maid—I've only been 
here three weeks.” 

TspicNant Womax ; “* This dog I bought of 
you came near eating my little girl the other 
day.” Dealer: “ Weil, you sald you wanted a 
dog that was fond of children, didn’t you 1” 


Tas Orp Friuwp : “I don’t believe you realize 
the diguity of your position.” The New Mil- 
Hopaire: “Don’t have to. I've @ butler hired 
for that,” 

“T’tt make a fortune out of my new mualc- 
tpn. You put a penny in the slot and-——” 
“And the thing plays a popular air?” “No; 
it stops playing ome.” 

Buster: “I'd ke to see that new device of 
yours for preventing the theft of a watch.” 
Kister : “ Can’t show ft It was stolen from me 
yesterday by a pickpocket.” 

Hz (angrily); "Was there any fool who was 
sweet on you before I married you!” She: 
‘Yes, one,” “I'm sorry j 
"Bat I didn’t reject bim ; I 

Mn. Szatove (at his seashore cottage): ‘ M 
dear, please tell your daughter to sing aie 
lees doleful#”” Mira, Sealove: ‘ That is not our 
daughter, my love ; that is the foghorn,” 

“Bra pardon, are you McOrbit, the prize- 
fighter?” “ Young teller, lama eo A a B 
prige-fighter. Are you one of them reporters }” 
“No, sir; I’m a jo’ &: 


“THat wae a egrious case of the bridegroo 
gh married op Ranney and hizaself 
bursda tes ‘ bu 
Wednesday is is hd ne 


Mrs. Portymx: “Ob, here is the picture of 
ine ere ae Payee this magazine |” Mr, 
zs ° t M 

ar gee >" party-coat? Something 
Youxa Dumws "It's no use, Wi dear, we 
a ah 
yes, when 

the promise op,” brea 


ls: 
ot 
sermon that Dr. Binks 


“THAT was a good 

tached this morning.” ‘! Excellent, It would 
a been if the doctor hadn’t 

terpolated a few sentences of his own.” 


en 





Mae N, Peck: ‘* Papa always was 4 great | 


joker,” Mr. N. Peck: “That's eo. When I 


Tv was intended asa gentle hint. * Our rule 
here,” he said, “is to pay as you go.” “ Quite 


asked him for you he sald: ‘Take her, young | right,” replied the other, pleasantly ; “ but 1am 


man, and be happy.’” 


“Tr you will leb me have those rores I will give 
you e kise for each of them. Bub why do you 
run awsy? How rode of you! He: “One mo- | 


ment; 1 am going for some more roses i” 


Mas. Mvarur: “The swate little babies!” | 
Mra, Dugan: ‘* They do be thot, an’ ut’s twine | 
they are.” Mrs, Murphy: “Yea don’t say! | 
An’ are the both av thim yours!” 


PassRnaer (on outgoing ebteamer) : " The steor- 
age appears to be empty. Don't fmmigrants 
ever return to Europe?” Captain: “ Often 
Bat they go in the first cabin.” 

Domausric Youno Lapr (making ple) : ‘* Frank, | 
the kitchen’s no place for you. Has dough such | 
an attraction for you?” Olever Youth: “It | 
isn’t the dough, cousin ; {t's the dear.” 

Tus Harness; ‘The man I marry must be 
very handsome, afraid of nothing, and % | 
Money’s no object to me.” Mr. Broke: “Does. | 
it seem like fate that we should have met }” } 

Mamuua: “Evchel, what doyou mean by shout- | 
fing in that 4 al fashion? See how quiet | 

illie is,” Ethel : ‘* Of course he’s quiet ; that’s | 


| vialtor. 


‘wait upon me justas ell. 


| not going yet.” 


“How well the baby talks!” remarked the 
* Doesn’t he?” replied the proud father. 
* What ts he anying?” asked the visitor, “ Um 
—well,” replied the prond father hesitatingly, ‘‘ 1 
—I faney you'd better ask his mother about 
that !”’ 

Trarrarep Faxxcewam (to Briton who hae 
molataken him for a walter): “Birr, you hat 


| gr-r-rosely insulted me, There is my card. My 


ssconds villi vait upon you, eir-r-r.” Briton: 
“Never mind your seconds, Frenchy. You can 
Paas me the Wor- 
cestershire sauce, and be quick about {t, too,” 
“Yzs," sald the business man, ‘I have given 
up trying to collect that little bill from Bilkins. 
You see, he is a pretty big feliow, and he used to 
throw my collectors out.” “Then why didn’t 
you employ a woman eollector} He culdn’t do 
that toa woman.” “ That’s what lthought. So 
I got one and sent her around, but she never came 
back,” ‘Why not?” “ He married ber.” 
Eprton’s Wira (layingdown scopy ofbis paper) : 
“Why do you print such o lot of trash?’ 
Editor ;: “My dear, I do not print a paper to 


our game, He’s papa comiog home late, and I’m | please cultured readers like you and me. [ try 


you. { 


Arnicas Exriorern (dumbfounded): “ What, | 


te please the general public.” Bridged (in the 
kitchen): “Any good readin’ in th’ master’s 


you, Clarence Vere de Vere, in the heart of dark- | 200sepsper to-day, Mary!” Mary (chief dish- 


est Africa?” Clarence Vere de Vere: “I’m 


wearing the necktie Miss Darling gave me for | 
votedly, Miss Chumley ; but my pecuniary affairs 


Christmas. I promised ber I would, you know.” 


washer): No, Biddy; nawthin’ but trash.” 
Mn Sampson (paesiovately): “Ilove you de- 


Porrgr on Gneat Stow Sovrnzns Raruwar : | have prevented my making 4 declaration until 
* Passengers {fs not allowed on th’ footboard, sir, | 00w. But I have put enough away now to feel 


when the train Is in motion.” Passenger: ‘' 
pardon ; I will goin. I did nob notice that the 
train was in motion.” 

Rerosrsrs are often unconsciously satirical, 
A morning paper seys fn an obituary: " Mr.—-— 
was an estimable citizen. He lived uprightly. 
He died with perfect resignation. He had 
recently been married.” 

Mx. Sraytatz: ‘I hear your mother’s step on 
the stairs, and I shall be able to bid her good. 
night.” 8 Beauty (wearily): ‘‘ It can’t be 
mother, ‘3 @ late sleeper, Probably ft ks 
the girl coming down to light the fire,” 





"Mr, Scarrenton prides himself on being 
atrictly impartial.” ‘* Yee,” answered the un- 
amiable man, '' I once went bunting with him. 
He didn’t seem to care whether he hit the rabbi’, 
the dog, or one of his friends.” 


’ 


| justified in asking you to become my wife.” Mize 


Chumley (hesltatingly but sweetly): “I confess 


{ that I sro not wholly indifferent to you, but——” 
/ "But what, dear?” “ Would you mind telling 


how much you have put away?” 

Mrs. Verraicx: “ You paint pictures to order, 
don’t youl” Great Artist: “ Yes, madam.’ 
Mrs. Veryrich : “ Well, I want « landscape, with 
lots of deer, and ducks, and guall, and birds, and 
cattle, and sheep, and pigs, and eo on, you know, 
and put a leke and an ocean in it—freah and ealt 
water, you know ; and be eure to have plenty of 
fish swimming about, because {t's for the dining- 
room,” 

Tur old man lay dying, and hie wife and rela- 
tions were gathered round his bed. ‘' Martha,” 
came in trembling tones from the occupant of 
the bed, “do not forget after I am gone that old 
Mr. Brown owes us £5 for that hay I sold him.” 


A sxoR advocate observed au Irishman | « Ginsible to the last, sensible to the last 1” the 
— Lat — “ Lanenpoanend door, “Do th | old lady said. A few minutes’ silence, and once 
aid b “ ty dt % A ay, ore » | more the old man spoke, ‘Martha, don’t you 
pee eee m4 mselt, | forget that we owe Mr, Jones, the miller, £6 for 





replied Pat, “ I’ve only tuppence.” 

Wire (reading a letter from a distant friend) : | 
« How strange ! Elfreda dosen't say whether her | 
baby ts a boy or girl.” Husband: ‘* Bat doesn’s | 
she say it fs beginning totalki’’ Wife >“ Yes,” | 
Husband : “ Then it’s a girl.” 

Docron: ‘What did Colonel Stillwell say 
about the brandied peaches we sent to cheer his 
convalescence?” Maid: ‘‘ He said he was afraid 
he wasn’t strong to eat the fruit; but 
he appreciated the in which it was sent,” 

" So,” concluded the advanced woman, after 

for thirty minutes her objections to 
men in general, for benefit of the gentleman 





next her at dinner, “you see I am quite plain.” y 
answered the horrid 


* Yes,” man, “I see you 
are.” And the advanced woman was so au 
iis saat is cen eke avian a wee 


the last lot of corn we had from him,’ 
“ Raving agaia, raving again!" cried the wife, 
bursting into tears, 

Tux cyclist was a stranger in literary Fleet- 
street, That was evideat from the cautious 
manner in which he picked his way through the 
half-empty thoroughfare. It was eveniog. The 
penny-a-liner approached him, “Sir,” sald he, 
“ your beacon has ceased its functions.” ‘ Sir!” 
gaeped the cyclist. ‘ Your illuminator, I say, ie 
shrouded in unmitigated oblivion,” "Really ! but 
I don’t quite——” ‘‘Tne effulgence of your 
radiator bas evanesced.” “My dear fellow 
I——” “The transversal ether oscillations fo 
our incandenser have been discontinued.” Just 
then an unsophisticated little paper boy shouted 
across the street: ‘‘Hey, mister, yer lamp’s 
out! 
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SOCIETY. 


Tr has become quite the fashion for women to: 
appear In the stalls at theatres without gloves or 
merely holding them in their hands. 

Tas Empress of Germany's private wedding 
present to her relations always consists of a very 
plain travelling clock, for she yalues among all 
other virtues that of punctuallty. 

THE Qaeen will start for the Riviera on 
March Sth or 9th. Her Majesty intends to be 
absent from England for between five and six 
weeks. 

Princess Auice or ALBany will be sixteen next 
month. Her Royal Highness is a very almple, 
natural-mannered child, with decided artistic 
talent. The Duchess has brought her up very 
simply, and ehe goes to bed each night at a 
quarter to nine o'clock, The Duchess df Albany 
sete a good example to her children in that her 
Royal Highness is never idle, 

Tar Grand Duke and Grand Duchess of Hesse 
will be absent from Germany until theend of 
April, The Grand Dake and Grand Dachess are 
to spend mer A or three weeks at Cairo, after 
which they will proceed ona voyage up the Nile; 
andon thelr way back to are to 
pay a visit to the Duke and Duchess of Sparta at 
Athens. 

Princess Henry or Barraresac will accom- 
pany the (jaeen to the Riviera, Her Royal 
Highnees’s three younger children will go at the 
aame time, and Prince Alexander, who is now at 
his school ab Lyawood, will go te Cimiez for 
Ester. He is o very fine lad, and is sald to have 
® great wish to be a soldier, which is likely to be 
gratified. Princess Victoria Eagéale is a remark- 
ably pretty child, 

Tuk German Emperor's yacht, Hohenzollern, 
is a floating palace. She fs constructed of steel, 
end steams easily nineteen knots an hour. The 
private cabins are extremely luxurious, and the 
emperor has a bed, dressing, bath and smoking- 
room, all in one sufte. ‘T'ne empresa’s i 
cabin is hung with grey, her favourite colour, 
even the bedetead being of nickel. The dining 
saloon fs also ngholesires In grey. Daring the 
fine weather the Emperor and Empress take 
their meals on the upper deck. 

Tue Empress Dowager of China, who bas taken 
charge of things recently, has large feet—that is, 
ber feet are of the natural size, The Manchu 
race, from which she comes, do nob compress the 
feet of thelr girl babies Ike the mothers fn 
Southern China, but allow them to grow with 
the rest of the body. The Manchus are also of 
larger stature than the Chinese of the southern 
provinces, and are more vigorous in character as 
well as fn physique, The fnfluence of the 
Eapress has always been against feet-bindin 

THE Queen intends to open the new build 
of the South Kensington Museum early in May, 
end there wili be o seml-state carriage procession 
from Buckingham Palace and an elaborate cere- 
monial, The Peinco and Priccess of Wales, the 
Duke and Duchess of Connaught, Prince and 
Princess Christian, Princess Louise, Princess 
Beatrice, the Duke and Duchess of York, and 
the Duke of Cambridge will all be prasent. 
fanction will probably be fixed for Wednesday, 
May 10th, : 

Tus Emperor Francis Joseph of Austria ton- 
ferred the Grand Crow of the new O-der whith 
he has {natituted In memory of his beloved wife, 
who was so cruelly assassinated last September, 
upon the Queen firet, and upow her daughter the 
Empress Frederic, and her granddaughter ‘the 
Empresa of -Rassia next; Only S 
Princesses will be the reciplente of the Grand 
Cross of the Order of St. Elizabeth, which 
conelste of a red and white enamelled cross, 
The Qaeen: Regent of Spain, the Crown Prin- 
cess of Denmark, the Dowager Empress’ of 
Rasela and her sister the Duchess of Camber< 
land, are also to be- honoured with the 
decoration, to which a sympathetic interest will 
attach in thelr eyes, since: to all these Royal 


ladies the anhappy Empress fo whoss mem 
ib is a was a personal and mach ndmired 
friend. 
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STATISTICS: 


Bund men outnumber blind women by two 
to one, 

Tues are sald to be sold about 25,000 000 
paper collars in the United States each year. 

Tae value of the average annusl produc- 
tion of the earth has been estimated at 
£2,000,000,000. 











GEMS. 


A SMILE can open a way more quickly than s 
sword. 

Troe merit fe like a river, the deeper it is the 
less nolse {b makes. 

Finerrry in little things fs one of the surest 
tests of character. 

Tue real character of any. act depends very 
largely upon the motive of the actor. 

Aut brave men are brave in initiative ; but 
the courage which enables them to succeed 
where others dare not even attempt is never 
#0 potent as when it leads to entire self-forget- 
fulness, 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Sreamep Bacon.—Wash and scrape the piece 
you intend cooking. Pat it over the fire in 
a steamer over boiling water and steam till 


elde skin and sprinkle thickly with raspings or 
browned crumbs, 

Bgzr Roit,—Mince one pound of fresh. bsef 
very finely, beat it well, or pound ft if preferred ; 
add three large, plain (act sweet ones, of course) 
bisentte, or finely-grated crumbs of stale bread, 
two oggs, herbs, and a little onfon, if liked ; 
pepper and salt to taste, Mix all together; put 
some bits of butter on it and some well-buttered 
paper round it, and bake for an hour. Serve 
with » and tomatoes, if liked, This 
roll is aleo very good cold ; it can be cut In quite 
thin slices, and makes very good sandwiches, 


the eggs. 
ham to make two tab 
egK% bab ag the omelet- 
rie When the b ther Is ready, in 
very hot. u , pour 
contents of the basin ; Immediately stir it round 
weil with a wooden spoon ; when it is beginning 
to set, tip the pan up towards you, scrape all 
towards the handle of the pan, shape ft a little 
with your spoon ; then fn about ten seconds roll 
side of the pan till the 
outelde ts set a pale brown ; place [t on a 
hot dish, and serve at once. 

Dvcurss Puppinc.—A stale Savoy or ge 
cake, tinned fruit, castor sugar, halt a plat of 
créam, and &@ little vanilla and cochineal, Out 
the top slice off and hollow the cake out care- 
fully till you have s case, but take care you do 
not run {your knife through. At the bottom of 
t a good layer of tinted fratt, Dredge 
on thia a little castor augar. Now cut the top 
slice Into large squares and lay them on the 
fruit; mex another layer of fruit. After the 
second layer, whip gently till stiff half a pint of 
cream. Mix with {t two tablespoonfale of castor 
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Pp pistac e 
of io wceace or custard, Serve immediately. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 






Tue tongue of a full-grown whale measure 
20 fs, in length. 

Onx of the curiosities of the Isle of Mahe, iy 
the Indian Ovean, is the chapel thad Is built of 
coral, 

Tre elephant beetle of Venezuels fa the biggest, 
of its a. An average specimen of this 
insect, when full grown, weighs half o pound, 

Coco is Spanish for ey, and it fs sald the 
cocoanut was thus named for its resemblance to , 
distorted human face, © 

Tue Kurds and Cossacks believe that Mount 
Ararat Is guarded by an unearthly being, and 
that no man can ascend the peak and live. 

A ramatrican car fs the latest fn the way of 
railway novelties in America. Light shows at: 
to be put on some of the fast trains early {0 the 


g- 

THe wives of Slamese noblemen cut their hair 
so that §t sticks atrafght up from their heads, 
Tae average length of it is about one and « half 
inches. 

Ture are parts of Spain where the hat is 
unknown except In pictures. The men, when 
they need a covering, tie up thelr heads, and the 
women use flowers. 

A curtovs thing about the calendar fs the fact 
that no century can begin on Wednesday, Fii- 
day, or Saturday. The same calendar, too, can 
be used every twenty years. 

ExLepHants have only eight teeth—two below 
and two abové on each side, An elephant’s 
“baby teeth” fall out when the animal fs about 
fourteen years old, and a new set grows, 

More men have died and are buried to the 
Isthmus of Panama, along the line of the proposed 
canal, than on any other equal amount of territory 
in the world, 

Tatroorp dogs are now the fashion. A coat- 
of-arms or ® monogram Is marked on the throat 
or breast of the animal, The process fs made 
almost ptinless by the ase of cocaine, 


Lramas are the chief carriers In Central Perv. 
The usual load for an animal is about 100 Ibe, If 
you put mpon his back more than he can enelly 
carry, he quietly kocels, and will nob budge until 
the load is reduced. 

Untamed camels are not the docile creatures 
they are ht to become after months of break: 
ing. . In the wild state they are extremely vicious, 
and cau kick harder, higher, swifter, and oftever 
than a donkey. 

Durivc the first day of ber married life s 
Korean bride must not speak, even to her husband. 
It is considered a shocking breach of etiquette. 
Bab the next morning she fa permitted to give 
free rein to her tongue, and may jabber there- 
after to her heart's content. 

Eack member of the Chinese cavalry receives 
about 163, a month, and out of this he ia re 
quired ‘to farnish fodder for his horse. In cme 
of the death or of the animal he must 
supply a new one at his own expense. 
Chinese cavalier is therefore careful of bis horse. 

THE “sacred oxen” of Caylon never 
exceed inches in re ee Strangere are 

t 
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NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 





Jeax.—The best chanos would be at Somerset House, 
Iaworant,—"‘ Inclose” and ‘‘enclose” are equally 
ble. 


Mewwy.—Among the ‘Egyptians ”’ embalming ceased 
about 700 A.B. 

A M. Y¥.—You mpy now got to Australia (forjabout 
£10 steerage fare. 

Awaveur.—Box and Cox was written by the late John 
Madison Morton. 

Asrpmant ror Fawe.—It should be sent fiat, or folded 
tu the middle of the sheet only. 

Jmouns.—Tf ifs his own he can dispose of itas be 
pleases, like the rest of his property. 

Yanxee Doobte,—-War wie declared between Spain 
and the United States April 2st; 1598. 

. Arknrd’—The sotig ie dotibtless of Irish 
origit, and seems to have dated from 1758. 

's Tave Love.—FPirst décide what oorpd you 
ode pe, and then communicate with the ad- 
jutant. ‘ 

_—Rome reached its greatest size during the 
some conten, when the total! population was about 
2,600,000. 

8 M.—Boiled linseed oil is the simplest polish known. 
It should be the day before you need it, as it must 
be quite cold. 

Euigrant.—Your best course would be to make 
toquiry at the Emigrants’ Information Office, Broad- 
way, Westminster. 


A Worrieo Reaper.—You had better say to your 
lover that you intend to inform your parents of the 
engagement at once, and do so. 

Oxe or rae Famity.—If a woman dies intestate all 
her estate, not otherwise settled, goes to her husband. 
Her brother has no prior claim. ; 


lvy.—Powdered pumice-stone or whiting and lemon- 
ulce will remove staine from bone or ivery knife 
The latter ts hest for ivory. #F ! 
Reaver.—The largest existing library is the National 
Ubrary of Paris, it contains furty milee of shelves, 
balding foarte hanived Gsassnd books. j 
Axxious.—We should advise 


Lirre Hooskwire.—Gocoanut shells make excellent 
fuel, as fire-lighters, the enormous amount of 
oil they contain causing them to take fireatonce.. - 


Muue's Brorara,—A man when walking 


0, P. that has 

taken out by la: @ thick of over |. 

Pipa ketenes 
paper 


using a freeh plece 


‘Stacz Sraccn.—You may attain proficiency after }° 


years of , bnt the chances are that you. will 
never rise above the lower ranks. You will also find 
p— ga laborious life, fall of disappointments and 









Poss.—It is wpe tat a good way to prevent shoes 
8q' raemall quantity of sweet or 

wu a feb paituce and allow the shoes to 

upon poy Another plan is to have one 

or two wooden pegs driven into the centre of the suler, 


8) -R. 8.—If you will write to the Secretary to Olvii 
Service a hae tag emnianes, 8.W 
regarding cations for female factory inspec- 
tatehing with} date of next examination, the 
particulars will be sent to you free {n priated forra. 


Virtacer.—The only way to measure distances 
hetween tro places on a map is to stretch a piece of 
them, mark off their relative positions 


i then © agg he Bg le of miles gi with 
al good tape, and the oo as thes crow 2 se wll be 
ascertained, 


Younc Moruer.—A bruise should be immediately 
bathed with very hot or very cold water, tu prevent 
swelling and lessen discoloration. If the bruise be 
serious, a cloth wrung from hot ofl should be applied, 

i when cod! ; or a cloth moistened with arnica 
ahi be bound about the bruise. 


Pp , OF scrape op them some dry 
Faller’s earth or French chalk ; rub quickly in all diree- 
tions ; or eee ye . a oe a pre or 
8 them with turpentine ; if very perhaps the 
should be sent to the cleaner’s. “ 
Fapep.—Sleep is soundest in the first three or four 
hours. If you wish to your youth and good 
looks you must not in late hours ; insuffictent 
sleep aff nervous system, the akin loses its fresh- 


ness and and becomes turely lined and 
ties ayes gab a tied, drawn look, 


THE LAST SLEEP. 


Tr you or I should sleep to- and wake no more 
(There must be one last night you know), 

It while we there came « figure in the door 
(some night, dear love, thia may be so !) 

And hovered near one, making that sicop never 
But blend inte an endless day, 

Thed must to ving ope & mesrage send ; 
M that Love would find a way | 


it, while the moon threw its bright shadow on the 


M San d of passion take 
And kies, ah, ‘oe ap ey could not 


And tenderly, thy lovely hatr. 
It were so hee | my love, to know the moon's 
with thee fn that hour, 
To that time which else was dark! Dolight 
moonlight is; as one’s sweet flower ! 
And J, whom thou perchance badst kft to linger 


Would know no greater joy than this: 
That I loved thee! And by with all joy and 


cheer 
The touch of thy sweet virgin kiss. 






P. R.—The teal balm of Gilead fs the juice of a shrub 
It is very valuable, for the reason that the 
excesds sixty drops a 
icians appear to have 

for and 











dress, 
colour 
will not 
cdeas Ievogen siete 
3 for one shade 
the colour if it should 
waa ‘originally a log 
which was overboard tied to a 
with fe ae 8 ar Se teen and according 
rapidity with wi the line ran out, a= 
po hy: pe A eng mathe omy | would be 80 
‘ knots”. an u was recorded in the 
* log book,” which became ship's diary. 

Berry. —Mix two. tablespoonsful of wholomeal 
with balfa pint of cold water. Pata pint of 
water in a saucepan, and when it botls stir in the mixed 
al, Boll the for about ten minutes, stirrip, 
the on the hob, an 
“the } slowly for -aa-hour, stirring 

} with cold milk an@ brown sugar. 


Lover or Danctna—Rub them very slightly with | 


A Taovstemp Fiaxcen.—-Yours ts certainly a very 
unpleasant position, but if you mean to marry the 
young man at all we do uot ace that anything will be 
gained by postponing the wedding. Auto whether you 
are ‘‘ justified in nacepting such treatment,” you must 
see that you cannot woll help yourself, antl tt is in- 
finitely more dignified to ignore the sftuation than to 
make any fues about it. _ it is e pity your lover bas not 
suffictent Influence with bis parents to insist on their 
treating you with ordimary courtesy. 


Srerure.—If the bath is ‘not in such had condition 
that it needs to he re-enamelled, it cam bo cleansed by 
the use of powdered whiting mized to a paste with 
water. - This should be allowed to remain oh for au. hour 
or more, and then washed uff with plenty of hot water. 
To re-enamel « bath, remove as much.of the old peint 
as possible, then sandpaper it till it is quite smooth, 
when it will be ready for painting. Ose the prope 
bath ename), and apply it thinly. Three coats will be 
needed to make tho result really satlefactory. 


FartaroL amp Tevus.—Wo fear there is nothing for 
you but patience, and,\ i. you think you have good 
reason for it, confidence fm your lover. Since you do 
not know his address you cah but wait for him to 
write, and the fact that he has not done so up to 
now proves that efther he 1s faithless or somethin; 
acrious has happened to prevent him As we have 
sald, it is for you to decide whether you oan trust bis 
fidelity ; it is always just to give anyone the benefit of 
the doubt. 


Motver or Six.—Fig pudding is tasty as well as 
wholesome. Mince very fines halt-pound of suet and 
the zame quantity of figs; then mix with them a half 
pound of finely-grated breaderumbe, with a little 
caster eugar, and enovgh golden syrup to make a nice 

te. Butrer a mould, én it with the mixturo, and 

or steam it for one hour and a half. Turn {t out, 
and serve it either plaio or with whipped cream or 
treacle sauce ; this is made by flavouring a little white 
sauce with some grated lemon-rind and a spoonful of 
golden syrup. 

Pranaon —It has never been definitely ascertained 
which of the Pharaohs reigned in Egypt at the time of 
the exodus of the Hebrews from t country, but it 
seems almost certain it was Rameses II] , avery vigorous 
Tuler ; the timpand placo of his death ts ancertuin ; do 
not forget that for any history of events in Hgynt 
during the period covered by the narrative in Genesis, 
it ig necessary, apart from the narrative iteelf, to rely 
upon Egyptian inscriptions and mopumgpfts ; and these 
are only now yielding up some of their most startling 
confirmations of the Biblical story. 


Pracy.—Four pounds currants, one pound racp- 
berries. Sugar. Pick the larger etalke and leaves from 
the currants and raspberries and wash the currants In 
cold water, Put ail on in a jelly pan with four break- 
fast-cupfuls of water and allow them to heat gradually 
to boiling point, stirring frequently, then let them boil 
about ten minutes. Pour the whole in a pointed fiannel 
jelly-bag to drain till all the jufce has ron out without 
pressure, Measure the juice, and to each pint allow one 
pound of sugar and add half pound more. Put this on 
the fire, and stir frequently till {t boils; allow it to boib 
five minutes, then skim aud pot, 


Mro.—It may be made tm the following way. Take 
currants quite ripe, pot them in a voesel of some kind, 
maah them up, and add to themequa! quantity of water 
Let it stand a night, giving it a good stir now and 
again, then let it run through a jelly-bag or bair sieve. 
Let this stand for a good while, and then pour it care- 
fully into.o jar that will just held it (keeping back «li 
sedimen!). .The jar is best to be nearly filled. Add to 
this half a pound of sugar to each quart of liquid 
Cover the jar, but do not cork it, and let it ferment as 
long as ft will, Then tt may be bottled for use. It may 
ferment for four weeks. 


Awxiovs Bor.—No ; you moat wait until you. can 

find some mutual acquaintance whe will perform the 

, uction. . Of course, if there were any 

uagen Yeason you shent wy Ne the lady, 

a y could be Gispensed with, and jou 

her with an'®pelogy for your uncon- 

, introduce yeureelf,,and explain the 

yous taking Boch a étep. But as far as we 

t trom r letter, it is mercly @ very earnest 

ony part to be counted among the lady's 

acquaintamedy, and in such a case you have no right 

whatever to bring about such a state of affairs in auy 
but the usual way, 








worl, post tree Threehalfpence Weekly ; o Quacterly, 
free Ce ly ; or Quarterly 
One Bhilling and Eightpence. The carly subscriptiox. 
for the Monthly Part, ‘ocluding Christmas Part, iz 
Hight Shillings and Hightpence, post-frea. 
Aw Back Nom=rns, Pants and Votumes are ix 
print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 


eg Senge ot 455 is rt ted Bety, ae Savers, 
post free, tpence. A 0. .» bound in 
cloth, 4s, ‘a 


Tux INDEX rm Vow. LEXI. fs now Ready; Prive 
Ons Penny, post-tree, Three-halfpence. 


ALL Lerrens To ne ADDRESSED 70 THE Eriron 
or Taz Loxpos Reaper, 26, Oatherine Street, Strand, 
W.O. 





»*. We cannot undertake to roturn rejected mana 
scripts, 
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j caught your eye on this page to be the truth—viz., that “in these days of high pressure,” Beecham’s Pills 








IN THESE DAYS OF HIGH PRESSURE 


when the incessant grind, necessary for a decent existence, is severe enough to knock vital sparks out of the constitutions 
of the best of us, who shall deny that they are wise in their generation who, without waiting for e danger signal, 
appeal periodically to some proved medicine which can be implicitly trusted to cleanse and renovate the 
marvellous mechanism of the human system? At no time since the days of Adam have bread- 
winners, whether man or woman, stood in such pressing need as they do nowadays of a sure, 
convenient, and at the same time, perfectly harmless antidote against brain fag, 
irritability, and drooping spirits. Well, to balance the bitters, you will 
generally, even in this hard world, find the genuine sweets somewhere, 
and undoubtedly it is just here where 




































come cheerfully, and cheaply, to the rescue. A remedy 
always pleasantly speedy-—for we have no time to rest by 
the way—certain in its curative power, safe and gentle in its action, 
and permanent in its results, is it any wonder that Beecham’s Pills have 
found, and are ever finding, their way into the waistcoat pocket of every wise 
man and into the cupboards of every thoughtful woman—maid or matron? Beecham's 
Pills have long been prized for their distinct virtue of pleasingly appealing to the brain vid 
the stomach, and by dispersing all “cobwebs,” at once fitting us to face the struggle of modern life. 
Vast numbers owe their good health to Beecham’s Pills—nay, more, we repeat the old, bold, but honest state- 
ment that Beecham’s Pills save thousands of lives yearly. Therefore, we consider the forcible assertion that first 
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ARE AN ABSOLUTE NECESSITY. 


Worth a Guinea a Box. 


BEECHAM’S PILLS 


For all Bilious and Nervous Disorders, 





















Sick Headache, Constipation, 





Ss the ictor: 
st, HELENS : Weak Stomach, impaired Digestion, 
BEECHAM'S RILLS 


SAINT HELENS: Disordered Liver and Female Ailments. 


. The Sale now EXCEEDS SIX MILLION BOXES per Annum. 
Prepared only by the Proprietor, THOMAS BHEOHAM, St. Helene, Lancashire. 


Sold by all Druggists and Patent Medicine Dealers everywhere, in Boxes, 1/1} and 2/9 each. Full 
~Directions with each box. 








m@e@aee@o@daouae 


prj om 
Contains 56 Pills. 
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